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INTRODUCTION. 


“ee Nineteenth century, viewed from the standpoint of 
the social movement, must be divided into two nearly 
equal, yet two very different parts. The first fifty years 
were, socially considered, negative, destructive, characterized 
by the freeing of the individual from the tyrannies and 
despotisms of government, monarchical and despotic. . The 
outcomes of the period were Democracy, Free Trade, 
Unlimited Competition, Individualism. The last fifty years 
of the century (for it takes no seer’s eye to read the years 
from 1890 to 1900,) are, socially considered, positive, con- 
structive (or at least seeking construction), characterized 
by the collective thought supplanting individualism and 
developing in its place the social organism. Its outcomes 
are Unity, Cooperation, Monopoly, Centralization, Socialism. 
The dominant lines of force in these last fifty years are 
centripetal as in the first half of the century they were 
unmistakably centrifugal. 

In Italy, Count Cavour, who stands for the new united 
Italy, which has replaced the old Italy that during the first 
half of the century struggled against Austria, entered the 
cabinet of Sardinia in 1850. In Germany, the constitution 
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of 1849 marks the limit of German Liberalism and the birth 
of the new era of Paternal Socialism under the lead of 
Bismarck, and Democratic Socialism under the leadership 
of La Salle and Karl Marx. In Austria, too, a constitution 
was promulgated in 1849, but in 1851 it was canceled in 
favor of ‘‘a liberal imperialism.’’ In France, we have the 
Revolution of 1848 and the coup d@ état of 1851. Before 
that the dominant revolutionary spirit in France was indi- 
vidualistic ; since then it has been socialistic. In England, 
the repeal of the Corn Laws took place in 1846 and 
Chartism came to an end in 1848. ‘‘The social movement 
had become political, and the political movement had 
become social.’’? Christian Socialism, too, in England, dates 
from 1848. ; 
In America the tide turned a little later, but the birth of 
the Republican party indicates ina rough way the becom- 
ing dominant in America of the centralizing as opposed 
to the individualizing doctrine. The gigantic monopo- 
lies that have appeared since the war, and the recent sudden 
spread of Socialism and Nationalism, clearly indicate the 
tendency to collectivism. Even in Russia, though there 
the reforming spirit is of necessity still in the main negative 
and destructive, we have, in 1861, the freeing of fifty million 
serfs, and since, at least some effort to develop a wise 
imperialism. Even Nihilism of late has been growing 
markedly Socialistic. Thus even the briefest survey shows 
what a turning of the tide of social forces occurred through 
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all Europe and America just about the noon-time of the 
century. 

Thomas Carlyle belongs to the first half of the century. 
Though living till 1881, his genius was matured, his views 
well formed, his greatest works were written before 1850. 
He shows, however, in his writings, no little trace of his 
transitional position. He is an Individualist whose writings 
are full of Socialism. In more than in his stern rebuke of 
Wrong, he is a John the Baptist, the last of the old 
prophets and a forerunner of the new. ‘‘ Prepare ye the way 
of the Lord,’’ this was all his message. ‘‘He was not that 
Light but was sent to bear witness of that Light.’’ He that is 
least in the Kingdom of Love is greater than he. Carlyle’s ; 
kingdom was the kingdom of Eternal Justice and Eternal 
Might. Mazzini is the truer prophet of Socialism, as 
Maurice is its theologian and Lamennais its priest. 
Perhaps this is why it was Mazzini who first pointed out 
and protested against the dominant Individualism in 
Carlyle. We make no apology for quoting at length 
the noble words of the great Italian, forming as they do the 
most friendly, the most sympathetic, and yet the most - 
accurate and the most masterly critique ever written on the 


sage of Chelsea: 


‘‘Mr. Carlyle comprehends only the zzdividual ; the true 
sense of the unity of the human race escapes him. He 


> -sympathizes with all men, but it is with the separate life of 


each, and not with their collective life. 
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He seems to regard the human race rather as an aggregate 
of similar individuals, distinct powers in juxtaposition, than 
as an association of laborers, distributed in groups, and 
impelled on different paths toward one single object. The 
idea of the nation itself, the Fatherland—the second collec- 
tive existence, less vast but still for many centuries not less 
sacred than humanity—vanishes or is modified under his 
hand; it is no longer the sign of our portion of labor in 
the common work, the workshop in which God has placed 
the instruments of labor to fulfill the mission most within 
our reach; it is no longer the symbol of a thought, of a 
special vocation to be followed, indicated by the tradition of 
the race, by the affinity of tendencies, by the unity of 
language, by the character of localities, etc.; it is something 
reduced, as much as possible, to the proportions of the 
individual. : 

‘‘The nationality of Italy, in his eyes, is the glory of having 
produced Dante and Christopher Columbus; the nation- 
ality of Germany, that of having given birth to Luther, to 
Geethe, and to others. The shadows thrown by these 
gigantic men appear to eclipse from his view every trace 
of the national thought, of which these men were only the 
interpreters or prophets, and of the people, who alone are 
its depositary. All generalization is so repugnant to Mr. 
Carlyle that he strikes at the root of the error, as he deems 
it, by declaring that the history of the world is fundamentally 
nothing more than the biography of great men. (Lectures.) 
This is to plead, distinctly enough, against the idea which 
rules the movement of the times. 

“In the name of the democratic spirit of the age, I 
protest against such views. History is not the biography 
of great men; the history of mankind is the history of the 
progressive religion of mankind, and of the translation by 
symbols, or external actions, of that religion. 
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The great men of the earth are but the marking-stones on 
the road to humanity; they are the priests of its religion. 
What priest is equal in the balance to the whole religion of 
which he is a minister? There is yet something greater, 
more divinely mysterious, than all the great men—and that 
is the earth which bears them, the human race which 
includes them, the thought of God which stirs within them, 
and which the whole human race collectively can alone 
accomplish. Disown not, then, the common mother for 
the sake of certain of her children, however privileged they 
may be; for at the same time that you disown her you will 
lose the true comprehension of these rare men whom you 
admire. Genius is like the flower, which draws one-half 
of its life from the moisture that circulates in the earth, and 
inhales the other half from the atmosphere. The inspira- 
tion of genius belongs one half to heaven, the other to the 
crowd of common mortals from whose life it springs.” 


These are noble words and we believe them true. They 
come, too, with all the more force from one who so 
thoroughly appreciated and.admired the man he yet must 
criticise. How really he admired, how thoroughly he 
appreciated Carlyle, will be seen by reading the whole of his 
masterly essay which we print at the end of this volume. 

And yet, while we believe that he is right, we doubt if 
Mazzini does full justice to the work that Carlyle accom- 
plished for Socialism. It was Carlyle’s great mission to 
discover.and to proclaim to this generation the world’s need 
of God. And this he did as no other man in all this 
century, not even excepting the great Italian himself. ‘‘The 
beginning and the end of what is the matter with us,”’ 
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writes* Carlyle, ‘‘is that we have forgotten God.’” This is 
also the beginning and the end of Carlyle’s teaching. Now 
from this Socialism follows of inevitable necessity. It is not 
only true, as Maurice showed, that ‘‘there can be no 
Brotherhood without a common Father ;’’ but it is equally 
true that there can be no common Father withont a Brother- 
hood. The one follows logically from the other. If God 
be the father of all, as Carlyle declared, then all men must 
be brothers, as Socialists declare. Carlyle may not himself 
have taken that step, but. he compels his readers to take it. 
This is his first great service to Socialism. 

Secondly, Carlyle was a seer; he was not so much a 
prophet speaking for God and of the future, as a seer who 
saw God and saw things in their eternal nakedness as they 
are. Mazzini was the inspired prophet of the future. 
Carlyle was the inspired seer of the present. This being so 
he saw through all the shams of his day. He is the great 
unmasker. This was his second great deed for Socialism. 
He showed the pettiness and the selfishness and the 
nothingness of the Manchester economy. He blew the 
clouds away that hide God from the world. He blew the 
mist away that made the world’s sin seem sometimes 
beautiful. The world appeared as naked before Carlyle as 
it will at the Judgment Day. 

Thirdly, Carlyle not only saw God, but saw the divine 
in man. This was his third great deed. He saw the 


divine in every man. ‘‘Thou too art man; the breath of 
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God is in thee; thou art here below to develop thy being 
under all its aspects ; thy body is a temple; thy immortal 
soul is the priest, which ought to do sacrifice and ministry 
for all.’ Surely divine Socialism was never more forcibly 
preached than here. 

This, it seems to us, is what Carlyle has done for Social- 
ism. He has shown us God and our origin and existence 
now in God (and therefore, though Carlyle says it not him- 
self, our essential unity); he has shown us the shams and 
evils of our present system, he has revealed to us the 
essential and inherent nobility and divinity of man. 

Of Carlyle’s other qualities, of his genius, of his literary 
power, of his unique life, it is not for us here to speak. The 
story has been often told, but not too often for the uplift of 
all who read it. We consider him here but in a single 
aspect. Carlyle’s Social writings were not his first. They 
belong to the best period of his writings. Signs of the 
Times, was first published in the Edinburgh Review and 
was written perhaps during the very months that he 
was writing Sartor Resartus. Chartism and Past and 
Present appeared immediately after The /vench Revolution. 
They therefore show Carlyle at his best, his convictions 
formed, his genius matured, his powers wholly in hand. 
These, with portions of Zhe French Revolution, form his 
social writings. In a sense, all that Carlyle wrote was on 
social topics. Socialism largely conceived and rightly 
conceived bears on all life. Yet have we thought it wise to 
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gather together what Carlyle has written on social subjects 
directly. He who knows not these writings, knows not 
Carlyle ; he who ponders not their thoughts has not sounded 
the depths that are in Socialism. Through Carlyle’s hero- 
worship, you will find a manworship, that finds in every 
man a hero, making the reader a true democrat as Carlyle 
himself was not. Through Carlyle’s individualism you 
will find a social vein that will lead you straight, where 
Carlyle himself did not go, to divine Socialism. 

Carlyle reminds one singularly of another leader, 
another seer, another inspired writer. Carlyle and Moses, 
both have climbed the mount; both have entered Sinai’s 
thunders ; both have looked on God; both have come to 
man to denounce his worship of the Golden Calf, to estab- 
lish the service of the Eternal Right; both inculcate 
Theocracy; both lead toward the Promised Land; yet 
neither could enter in himself, 
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BOOK I. 
PROEM. 


CHAPTER I. 
MIDAS. 


[The ‘‘Proem”’ here printed is the first part of Carlyle’s Past 
and Present. Written as introductory to that book, it forms a 
worthy introduction to all Carlyle’s social writings. Yet, as a 
matter of fact, it was not one of the earliest, but one of the latest 
of his works. It was not published till 1843, while ‘‘Signs of the 
Times,’ the earliest of the works here collected, dates from 1829. 
This proem, therefore, is in truth a summary as well of Carlyle’s 
views. It is an epitome of his whole work. It shows Carlyle in 
his power and also with his limitations. It unmercifully exposes 
the shams of the present system—Parliament elected by bribery, 
unable or unwilling to act; Captains of Industry who are mere 
buccaneers and pirates; quack reformers with their patent pills; 
it gives us glimpses of heaven and of haven, “‘that of hero kings 
and a world not unheroic;’’ yet the book leads not to the future, 
at best it only vaguely points there; it was Past and Present that 
led Mazzini to write his essay.—ED. ] 


HE condition of England, on which many pamphlets 
are now in the course of publication, and many 
thoughts unpublished are going on in every reflective 
head, is justly regarded as one of the most ominous, and 
withal one of the strangest, ever seen in this world. Eng- 
land is full of wealth, of multifarious produce, supply for 


2 SOCIALISM AND UNSOCIALISM. 


EEE 


human want in every kind; yet England is dying of 
inanition. With unabated bounty the land of England 
blooms and grows; waving with yellow harvests; thick- 
studded with workshops, industrial implements, with fifteen 
millions of workers, understood to be the strongest, the 
cunningest and the willingest our Earth ever had; these 
men are here; the work they have done, the fruit they 
have realized is here, abundant, exuberant on every hand 
of us: and behold, some baleful fiat as of Enchantment has 
gone forth, ‘‘Touch it not, ye workers, ye master-workers, 
ye master-idlers ; none of you can touch it, no man of you 
shall be the better for it; this is enchanted fruit!’’ On the 
poor workers such fiat falls first, in its rudest shape; but 
on the rich master-workers too it falls; neither can the 
rich master-idlers, nor any richest or highest man escape, 
but all are like to be brought low with it, and made ‘poor’ 
enough, in the money sense or a far fataler one. 

Of these successful skillful workers some two millions, it 
is now counted, sit in Workhouses, Poor-law Prisons; or 
have ‘out-door relief’ flung over the wall to them,—the 
workhouse Bastile being filled to bursting, and the strong 
Poor-law broken asunder by a stronger.* They sit there, 
these many months now; their hope of deliverance as yet 
small. In workhouses, pleasantly so named, because work 
cannot be done in them. Twelve hundred thousand 
workers in England alone: their cunning right hand lamed, 
lying idle in their sorrowful bosom; their hopes, outlooks, 
share of this fair world, shut in by narrow walls. They 
sit there, pent up, as in a kind of horrid enchantment; glad 
to be imprisoned and enchanted, that they may not perish 
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*The return of Paupers for England and Wales, at Ladyday, 


1842, is ‘In-door 221,687, Out-door 1,207,402, Total 1,429,089.’ — 
Official Report. 
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starved. The picturesque Tourist, in a sunny autumn day, 
through this bounteous realm of England, describes the 
Union Workhouse on his path. ‘Passing by the Work- 
‘house of St. Ives in Huntingdonshire, on a bright day 
‘last autumn,’ says the picturesque Tourist, ‘I saw sitting 
‘on wooden benches, in front of their Bastile and within 
‘their ring wall and its railings, some half-hundred or more 
‘of these men. Tall robust figures, young mostly or of 
‘middle age; of honest countenance, many of them 
‘thoughtful and even intelligent-looking men. They sat 
‘there, near by one another; but in a kind of torpor, 
‘especially in silence, which was very striking. In silence: 
‘for, alas, what word was to be said? An Earth all lying 
‘round, crying, Come and till me, come and reap me ;—yet 
‘we here sit enchanted! In the eyes and brows of these 
‘men hung the gloomiest expression, not of anger, but of 
‘grief and shame and manifold inarticulate distress and 
‘weariness; they returned my glance with a glance that 
‘seemed to say, ‘‘Do not look at us. We sit enchanted 
‘here, we know not why. The Sun shines and the Earth 
‘calls; and, by the governing Powers and Impotences of 
‘this England, we are forbidden to obey. It is impossible, 


‘they tell us!’’ There was something that reminded me 
‘of Dante’s Hell in the look of all this; and I rode swiftly 
‘away.’ 


So many hundred thousands sit in workhouses: and 
other hundred thousands have not yet got even work- 
houses; and in thrifty Scotland itself, in Glasgow or 
Edinburgh City, in their dark lanes, hidden from all but 
the eye of God, and of rare Benevolence, the minister of 
God, there are scenes of woe and destitution and desolation, 
such as, one may hope, the Sun never saw before in the 
most barbarous regions where men dwelt. Competent 
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witnesses, the brave and humane Dr. Alison, who speaks 
what he knows, whose noble Healing Art in his charitable 
hands becomes once more a truly sacred one, report these 
things for us: these things are not of this year, or of last 
year, have no reference to our present state of commercial 
stagnation, but only to the common state. Not in sharp 
fever-fits, but a chronic gangrene of this kind is Scotland 
suffering. A Poor-law, any and every Poor-law, it may 
be observed, is but a temporary measure; an anodyne, 
not a remedy: Rich and Poor, when once the naked facts 
of their condition have come into collision, cannot long 
subsist together on a mere Poor-law. True enough :—and 
yet, human beings cannot be left to die! Scotland too, till 
something better come, must have a Poor-law, if Scotland 
is not to be a byword among the nations. Oh, what a 
waste is there; of noble and thrice-noble national virtues ; 
peasant Stoicisms, Heroisms; valiant manful habits, soul 
of a Nation’s worth,—which all the metal of Potosi cannot 
purchase back; to which the metal of Potosi, and all you 
can buy with z¢, is dross and dust! 

Why dwell on this aspect of the matter? It is too 
indisputable, not doubtful now to any one. Descend where 
you will into the lower class, in Town or Country, by 
what avenue you will, by Factory Inquiries, Agricultural 
Inquiries, by Revenue Returns, by Mining-Laborer Com- 
mittees, by opening your own eyes and looking, the same 
sorrowful result discloses itself: you have to admit that the 
working body of this rich English Nation has sunk or is 
fast sinking into a state, to which, all sides of it considered, 
there was literally never any parallel. At Stockport 
Assizes,—and this too has no reference to the present 
state of trade, being of date prior to that,—a Mother and a 
Father are arraigned and found guilty of poisoning three of 
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their children, to defraud a ‘burial-society’ of some 31.185. 
due on the death of each child: they are arraigned, found 
guilty ; and the official authorities, it is whispered, hint that 
perhaps the case is not solitary, that perhaps you had 
better not probe farther into that department of things. 
This is in the autumn of 1841; the crime itself is of the 
previous year or season. ‘‘Brutal savages, degraded 
Irish,’ mutters the idle reader of Newspapers; hardly 
lingering on this incident. Yet it is an incident worth 
lingering on; the depravity, savagery and degraded 
Irishism being never so well admitted. In the British land, 
a human Mother and Father, of white skin and professing 
the Christian religion, have done this thing ; they, with their 
Irishism and necessity and savagery, had been driven to do 
it. Such instances are like the highest mountain apex 
emerged into view; under which lies a whole mountain 
region and land, not yet emerged. A human Mother and 
Father had said to themselves, What shall we do to escape 
starvation? We are deep sunk here, in our dark cellar; 
and help is far.—Yes, in the Ugolino Hunger-tower stern 
things happen; best-loved little Gaddo fallen dead on his 
Father’s knees !—The Stockport Mother and Father think 
and hint: Our poor little starveling Tom, who cries all day 
for victuals, who will see only evil and not good in this 
world: if he were out of misery at once; he well dead, 
and the rest of us perhaps kept alive? It is thought, and 
hinted ; at last it is done. And now Tom being killed, and 
all spent and eaten, Is it poor little starveling Jack that 
must go, or poor little starveling Will ?—What a committee 
of ways and means! 

In starved sieged cities, in the uttermost doomed ruin 
of old Jerusalem fallen under the wrath of God, it was 
prophesied and said, ‘The hands of the pitiful women have 
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sodden their own children.’ The stern Hebrew imagina- 
tion could conceive no blacker gulf of wretchedness ; that 
was the ultimatum of degraded god-punished man. And 
we here, in modern England, exuberant with supply of all 
kinds, besieged by nothing if it be not by invisible 
Enchantments, are we reaching that? How come these 
things? Wherefore are they, wherefore should they be? 


Nor are they of the St. Ives workhouses, of the Glasgow 
lanes, and Stockport cellars, the only unblessed among us. 
This successful industry of England, with its plethoric 
wealth, has as yet made nobody rich; it is an enchanted 
wealth, and belongs yet to nobody. We might ask, Which 
of us has it enriched? We can spend thousands where we 
once spent hundreds; but can purchase nothing good with 
them. In Poor and Rich, instead of noble thrift and 
plenty, there is idle luxury alternating with mean scarcity 
and inability. We have sumptuous garnitures for our Life, 
but have forgotten to “ve in the middle of them. It is an 
enchanted wealth; no man of us can yet touch it. The 
class of men who feel that they are truly better off by means 
of it, let them give us their name! 

Many men eat finer cookery, drink dearer liquors,— 
with what advantage, they can report, and their Doctors 
can: but in the heart of them, if we go out of the dyspeptic 
stomach, what increase of blessedness is there? Are they 
better, beautifuller, stronger, braver? Are they even what 
they call ‘happier?’ Do they look with satisfaction on 
more things and human faces in this God’s-Earth ; do more 
things and human faces look with satisfaction on them? 
Not so. Human faces gloom discordantly, disloyally on 
-one another. Things, if it be not mere cotton and iron 
things, are growing disobedient to man. The Master 
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Worker is enchanted, for the present, like his Workhouse 
Workman; clamors, in vain hitherto, for a very simple 
sort of ‘Liberty:’ the liberty ‘to buy where he finds it 
cheapest, to sell where he finds it dearest.’ With guineas 
jingling in every pocket, he was no whit richer; but now, 
the very guineas threatening to vanish, he feels that he is 
poor indeed. Poor Master Worker! And the Master 
Unworker, is not he in a still fataler situation? Pausing 
amid his game-preserves, with awful eye,—as he well may ! 
Coercing fifty-pound tenants; coercing, bribing, cajoling ; 
doing what he likes with his own. His mouth full of loud 
futilities, and arguments to prove the excellence of his 
Corn-law; and in his heart the blackest misgiving, a 
desperate half consciousness that his excellent Corn-law is 
zmdefensible, that his loud arguments for it are of a kind to 
strike men too literally dumb. 

To whom, then, is this wealth of England wealth? Who 
is it that it blesses; makes happier, wiser, beautifuler, in 
any way better? Who has got hold of it, to make it fetch 
and carry for him, like a true servant, not like a false mock- 
servant ; to do him any real service whatsoever? As yet 
no one. We have more riches than any Nation ever had 
before; we have less good of them than any Nation ever 
had before. Our successful industry is hitherto unsuccess- 
ful; a strange success, if we stop here! In the midst of 
plethoric plenty, the people perish; with gold walls, and 
full barns, no man feels himself safe or satisfied. Workers, 
Master Workers, Unworkers, all men, come to a pause; 
stand fixed, and cannot go farther. Fatal paralysis spreading 
inward, from the extremities, in St. Ives workhouses, in 
Stockport cellars, through all limbs, as if toward the heart 
itself. Have we actually got enchanted, then; accursed by 
some god?— 
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Midas longed for gold, and insulted the Olympians. 
He got gold, so that whatsoever he touched became gold, 
—and he, with his long ears, was little the better for it. 
Midas had misjudged the celestial music-tones ; Midas had 
insulted Apollo and the gods; the gods gave him his wish, 
and a pair of long ears, which also were a good appendage 
to it. What a truth in these old Fables ! 


CHAPTER SILL 
THE SPHINX. 


OW true, for example, is that other old Fable of the 

Sphinx, who sat by the wayside, propounding her 

riddle to the passengers, which if they could not 
answer she destroyed them! Such a Sphinx is this Life of 
ours, to all men and societies of men. Nature, like the 
Sphinx, is of womanly celestial loveliness and tenderness ; 
the face and bosom of a goddess, but ending in claws and 
the body of a lioness. There is in her a celestial beauty, — 
which means celestial order, pliancy to wisdom; but there 
is also a darkness, a ferocity, fatality, which are infernal. 
She is a goddess, but one not yet disimprisoned; one still 
half-imprisoned,—the articulate, lovely, still encased in the 
inarticulate, chaotic. How true! And does she not pro- 
pound her riddles to us? Of each man she asks daily, in 
mild voice, yet with a terrible significance, ‘‘Knowest thou 
the meaning of this Day? What thou canst do To-day; 
wisely attempt to do?’’ Nature, Universe, Destiny, Exist- 
ence, howsoever we name this grand unnameable Fact in 
the midst of which we live and struggle, is as a heavenly 
bride and conquest to the wise and brave, to them who can 
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discern her behests and do them; a destroying fiend to 
them who cannot. Answer her riddle, it is well with thee. 
Answer it not, pass on regarding it not, it will answer 
itself; the solution for thee is a thing of teeth and claws; 
Nature is a dumb lioness, deaf to thy pleadings, fiercely 
devouring. Thou art not now her victorious bridegroom ; 
thou art her mangled victim, scattered on the precipices, as 
a slave found treacherous, recreant, ought to be and must. 

With Nations it is as with individuals; Can they read 
the riddle of Destiny? This English Nation, will it get to 
know the meaning of zs strange new To-day? Is there 
sense enough extant discoverable anywhere or anyhow, in 
our united twenty-seven million heads to discern the same ; 
valor enough in our twenty-seven million hearts to dare 
and do the bidding thereof? It will be seen !— 

The secret of gold Midas, which he with his long ears 
never could discover, was, That he had offended the 
Supreme Powers; that he had parted company with the 
eternal inner Fact of this Universe, and followed the 
transient outer appearances thereof; and so was arrived 
here. Properly it is the secret of all unhappy men and 
unhappy nations. Had they known Nature’s right truth, 
Nature’s right truth would have made them free. They 
have become enchanted; stagger spell-bound, reeling on 
the brink of huge peril, because they were not wise enough. 
They have forgotten the right Inner True, and taken up 
with the Outer Sham-true. They answer the Sphinx’s 
question wrong. Foolish men cannot answer it aright! 
Foolish men mistake transitory semblance for eternal fact, 
and go astray more and more. 

Foolish men imagine that because judgment for an evil 
thing is delayed, there is no justice, but an accidental one, 
here below. Judgment for an evil thing is many times 
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delayed some day or two, some century or two, but it is sure 
as life, it is sure as death! In the center of the world- 
whirlwind, verily now as in the oldest days, dwells and 
speaks a God. The great soul of the world is just O 
brother, can it be needful now, at this late epoch of experi- 
ence, after eighteen centuries of Christian preaching for one 
thing, to remind thee of such a fact; which all manner of 
Mahometans, old Pagan Romans, Jews, Scythians and 
heathen Greeks, and indeed more or less all men that God 
made, have managed at one time to see into; nay which 
thou thyself, till ‘redtape’ strangled the inner life of thee, 
hadst once some inkling of: That there zs justice here 
below ; and even at bottom, that there is nothing else but 
justice! Forget that, thou hast forgotten all. Success will 
never more attend thee; how can it now? Thou hast the 
whole Universe against thee. No more success : mere sham- 
success, for a day and days; rising ever higher,—toward 
its Tarpeian Rock. Alas, how, in thy soft-hung Longacre 
vehicle, of polished leather to the bodily eye, of red-tape phi- 
losophy, of expediencies, club room moralities, Parliamen- 
tary majorities to the mind’s eye, thou beautifully rollest ; 
but knowest thou witherward? It is toward the voad’s 
end. Old use-and-wont; established methods, habitudes 
once true and wise; man’s noblest tendency, his persever- 
ance, and man’s ignoblest, his inertia; whatsoever of 
noble and ignoble Conservatism there is in men and 
Nations, strongest always in the strongest men and 
Nations; all this is a road to thee, paved smooth through 
the abyss,—till all this ezd. Till men’s bitter necessities 
can endure thee no more. Till Nature’s patience with thee 
is done; and there is no road or footing any farther, and 
the abyss yawns sheer !— 

Parliament and the Courts of Westminster are vener- 
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able to me; how venerable; gray with a thousand years of 
honorable age! Fora thousand years and more, Wisdom 
and faithful Valor, struggling amid much Folly and greedy 
Baseness, not without most sad distortions in the struggle, 
have built them up; and they are as we see. For a 
thousand years, this English nation has found them useful 
or supportable; they have served this English Nation’s 
want ; deen a road to it through the abyss of Time. They 
are venerable, they are great and strong. And yet it is 
good to remember always that they are not the venerablest, 
nor the greatest, nor the strongest! Acts of parliament are 

. venerable ; but if they correspond not with the writing on 
the ‘Adamant Tablet,’ what are they? Properly their one 
element of venerableness, of strength or greatness, is, that 
they at all times correspond therewith as near as by human 
possibility they can. They are cherishing destruction in 
their bosom every hour that they continue otherwise. 

Alas, how many causes that can plead well for them- 
selves in the Courts of Westminster; and yet in the 
general Court of the Universe, and free Soul of Man, have 
no word to utter! Honorable Gentlemen may find this 
worth considering, in times like ours. And truly, the din 
of triumphant Law-logic, and all shaking of horse-hair wigs 
and learned-sergeant gowns having comfortably ended, we 
shall do well to ask ourselves withal, What says that high 
and highest Court to the verdict? For it is the Court of 
Courts, that same; where the universal soul of Fact and 
very Truth sits President ;—and thitherward, more and 
more swiftly, with a really terrible increase of swiftness, all 
causes do in these days crowd for revisal,—for confirma- 
tion, for modification, for reversal with costs. Dost thou 
know that Court; hast thou had any Law-practice there? 
What, didst thou never enter; never file any petition of 
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redress, reclaimer, disclaimer or demurrer, written as in thy 
heart’s blood, for thy own behoof or another’s; and 
silently await the issue? Thou knowest not such a Court? 
Hast merely heard of it by faint tradition as a thing that 
was or had been? Of thee, I think, we shall get little 
benefit. 

For the gowns of learned-sergeants are good: parch- 
ment records, fixed forms, and poor terrestrial Justice, with 
or without horse-hair, what sane man will not reverence 
these? And yet, behold, the man is not sane but insane, 
who considers these alone as venerable. Oceans of horse- 
hair, continents of parchment, and learned-sergeant elo- 
quence, were it continued till the learned tongue wore itself 
small in the indefatigable learned mouth, cannot make 
unjust just. The grand question still remains, Was the 
judgment just? If unjust, it will not and cannot get harbor 
for itself, or continue to have footing in this Universe, 
which was made by other than One Unjust. Enforce it by 
never such statuting, three readings, royal. assents; blow it 
to the four winds with all manner of quilted trumpeters and 
pursuivants, in the rear of them never so many gibbets and 
hangmen, it will not stand, it cannot stand. From all souls 
of men, from all ends of Nature, from the Throne of God 
above, there are voices bidding it: Away, away! Does it 
take no warning ; does it stand, strong in its three readings, 
in its gibbets and artillery-parks? The more woe is to it, 
the frightfuler woe. It will continue standing, for its day, 
for its year, for its century, doing evil all the while; but it 
has One enemy who is Almighty: dissolution, explosion, 
and the everlasting Laws of Nature incessantly advance 
toward it; and the deeper its rooting, more obstinate its 
continuing, the deeper also and huger will its ruin and over- 
turn be. 
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In this God’s-world, with its wild-whirling eddies and 
mad foam-oceans, where men and nations perish as if with- 
out law, and judgment for an unjust thing is sternly delayed, 
dost thou think that there is therefore no justice? It is what 
the fool hath said in his heart. It is what the wise, in all 
times, were wise because they denied, and knew forever not 
to be. I tell thee again, there is nothing else but justice. 
One strong thing I find here below: the just thing, the true 
thing. My friend, if thou hadst all the artillery of Wool- 
wich trundling at thy back in support of an unjust thing ; 
and infinite bonfires visibly waiting ahead of thee, to blaze 
centuries long for thy victory on behalf of it,—I would 
advise thee to call halt, to fling down thy baton, and say, 
*‘In God’s name, No!’ Thy ‘success?’ Poor devil, what 
will thy success amount to? Ifthe thing is unjust, thou hast 
not succeeded ; no, not though bonfires blazed from North 
to South, and bells rang, and editors wrote leading-articles, 
and the just thing lay trampled out of sight, to all mortal 
eyes an abolished and annihilated thing. Success? In few 
years thou wilt be dead and dark —all cold, eyeless, deaf ; 
no blaze of bonfires, ding-dong of bells or leading-articles 
visible or audible to thee again at all forever: What kind of 
success is that !— 


It is true, all goes by approximation in this world; 
with any not insupportable approximation we must be 
patient. There is a noble Conservatism as well as an ignoble. 
Would to Heaven, for the sake of Conservatism itself, the 
noble alone were left, and the ignoble, by some kind severe 
hand, were ruthlessly lopped away, forbidden ever more to 
show itself! For it is the right and noble alone that will 
have victory in this struggle; the rest is wholly an obstruc- 
tion, a postponement and fearful imperilment of the victory. 
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Toward an eternal center of right and nobleness, and of 
that only, is all this confusion tending. We already know 
whither it is all tending ; what will have victory, what will 
have none! The Heaviest will reach the center. The 
Heaviest, sinking through complex fluctuating media and 
vortices, has its deflections, its obstructions, nay at times its 
resiliences, its reboundings; whereupon some blockhead 
shall be heard jubilating, ‘‘See, your Heaviest ascends !’’— 
but at all moments it is moving centerward, fast as is con- 
venient for it; sinking, sinking; and, by laws older than 
the World, old as the Maker’s first Plan of the World, it 
has to arrive there. 

Await the issue. In all battles, if you await the issue, 
each fighter has prospered according to his right. His 
right and his might, at the close of the account, were one 
and the same. He has fought with all his might, and in 
exact proportion to all his right he has prevailed. His very 
death is no victory over him. He dies indeed; but his work 
lives, very truly lives. A heroic Wallace, quartered on the 
scaffold, cannot hinder that his Scotland become, one day, a 
part of England: but he does hinder that it become, on 
tyrannous unfair terms, a part of it; commands still as with 
a god’s voice, from his old Valhalla and Temple of the 
Brave, that there be a just real union as of brother and 
brother, not a false and merely semblant one as of slave and 
master. If the union with England be in fact one of Scot- 
land’s chief blessings, we thank Wallace withal that it was 
not the chief curse. Scotland is not Ireland: no, because 
brave men rose there, and said, ‘‘ Behold, ye must not tread 
us down like slaves; and ye shall not,—and cannot!’ 
Fight on, thou brave true heart, and falter not, through dark 
fortune and through bright. The cause thou fightest for, so 
far as it is true, no farther, yet precisely so far, is very sure 
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of victory. The falsehood alone of it will be conquered, 
will be abolished, as it ought to be: but the truth of it is 
part of Nature’s own Laws, codperates with the World’s 
eternal Tendencies, and cannot be conquered. 

The dust of controversy, what is it but the falsehood 
flying off from all manner of conflicting true forces, and mak- 
ing such a loud dust-whirlwind,—that so the truths alone 
may remain, and embrace brother-like in some true result- 
ing-force!- It is ever so. Savage fighting Heptarchies: 
their fighting is an ascertainment, who has the right to rule 
over whom; that out of such waste-bickering Saxondom a 
peacefully cooperating England may arise. Seek through 
this Universe ; if with other than owl’s eyes, thou wilt find 
nothing nourished there, nothing kept in life, but what has 
right to nourishment and life. The rest, look at it with 
other than owl’s eyes, is not living ; is all dying, all as good 
as dead! Justice was ordained from the foundations of the 
world; and will last with the world and longer. 


From which I infer that the inner sphere of Fact, in this 
present England as elsewhere, differs infinitely from the 
outer sphere and spheres of Semblance. That the 
Temporary, here as elsewhere, is too apt to carry it over the 
Eternal. That he who dwells in the temporary Semblances, 
and does not penetrate into the eternal Substance, will ot - 
answer the Sphinx-riddle of To-day or of any Day. For 
the substance alone is substantial; that zs the law of Fact; 
if you discover not that, Fact, who already knows it, will 
let you also know it by and by! 

What is Justice? that, on the whole, is the question of 
the Sphinx to us. The law of Fact is, that Justice must and 
will be done. The sooner the better ; for the time grows 
stringent, frightfully pressing! ‘‘What is Justice?’ ask 
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many, to whom cruel Fact alone will be able to prove 
responsive. It is like jesting Pilate asking, What is Truth? 
Jesting Pilate had not the smallest chance to ascertain what 
was truth. He could not have known it, had a god shown 
it to him. Thick serene opacity, thicker than amaurosis, 
veiled those smiling eyes of his to Truth; the inner retina 
of them was gone paralytic, dead. He looked at Truth and 
discerned her not, there where she stood. ‘‘What is 
Justice?’ The clothed embodied Justice that sits in West- 
minster Hall, with penalties, parchments, tipstaves, is very 
visible. But the z«#zembodied Justice, whereof that other 
is either an emblem, or else is a fearful indescribability, is 
not so visible! For the unembodied Justice is of Heaven; a 
Spirit, and Divinity of Heaven,—zzvisible to all but the 
noble and pure of soul. The impure ignoble gaze with eyes, 
. and she is not there. They will prove it to you by logic, by 
endless Hansard Debatings, by bursts of Parliamentary 
eloquence. It is not consolatory to behold! For properly, 
as many men as there are in a Nation who caz withal see 
Heaven’s invisible Justice, and know it to be on Earth also 
omnipotent, so many men are there who stand between a 
Nation and perdition. So many, and no more. Heavy- 
laden England, how many hast thou in this hour? The 
Supreme Power sends new and ever new, all Jorn at least 
"with hearts of flesh and not of stone ;—and heavy Misery 
itself, once heavy enough, will prove didactic !— 
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CHAPTER III. 


MANCHESTER INSURRECTION. 


prophets of the Continental Democratic Movement, 
have in their leading-articles shown themselves dis- 
posed to vilipend the late Manchester Insurrection, as evinc- 
ing in the rioters an extreme backwardness to battle; nay as 
betokening, in the English People itself, perhaps a want of 
the proper animal-courage indispensable in these ages. A 
million hungry operative men started up, in utmost 
paroxysm of desperate protest against their lot; and, ask 
Colacorde and company, How many shots were fired? 
Very few in comparison! Certain hundreds of drilled 
soldiers sufficed to suppress this million-headed hydra, and 
tread it down, without the smallest appeasement or hope of 
such, into its subterranean settlements again, there to 
reconsider itself. Compared with our revolts in Lyons, in 
Warsaw and elsewhere, to say nothing of incomparable 
Paris City past or present, what a lamblike Insurrection !— 
The present Editor is not here, with his readers, to vin- 
dicate the character of Insurrections; nor does it matter to 
us whether Blusterowski and the rest may think the English 
a courageous people or not courageous. In passing, how- 
ever, let us mention that, to our view, this was not an 
unsuccessful Insurrection ; that, as Insurrections go, we have 
not heard lately of any that succeeded so well. 
A million of hungry operative men, as Blusterowski 
says, rose all up, came all out into the streets, and—stood 
there. What other could they do? Their wrongs and 
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griefs were bitter, insupportable, their rage against the same 
was just; but who are they that cause these wrongs, who 
that will honestly make effort to redress them? Our 
enemigs are we know not who or what ; our friends are we 
know not where! How shall we attack any one, shoot or 
be shot by any one? Oh, if the accursed invisible Night- 
mare, that is crushing out the life of us and ours, would take 
a shape; approach us like the Hyrcanian tiger, the Behe- 
moth of Chaos, the Archfiend himself; in any shape that 
we could see, and fasten on !—A man can have himself shot 
with cheerfulness ; but it needs first that he see clearly for 
what. Show him the divine face of Justice, then the diabolic 
monster which is eclipsing that: he will fly at the throat of 
such monster, never so monstrous, and need no bidding to 
do it. Woolwich grapeshot will sweep clear all streets, 
blast into invisibility so many thousand men: but if your 
Woolwich grapeshot be but eclipsing Divine Justice, and 
the God’s-radiance itself gleam recognizable athwart such 
grapeshot,—then, yes then is the time come for fighting 
and attacking. All artillery parks have become weak and 
are about to dissipate: in the God’s-thunder, their poor 
thunder slackens, ceases ; finding that it is, in all senses of 
the term, a drufe one !— 

That the Manchester Insurrection stood still, on the 
streets, with an indisposition to fire and bloodshed, was 
wisdom for it even as an Insurrection. Insurrection, never 
so necessary, is a most sad necessity ; and governors who 
wait for that to instruct them, are surely getting into the 
fatalest courses,—proving themselves Sons of Nox and 
Chaos, of blind Cowardice, not of seeing Valor! How can 
there be any remedy in insurrection? It isa mere announce- 
ment of the disease,—visible now even to Sons of Night. 
Insurrection usually ‘gains’ little; usually wastes how 
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much! One of its worst kinds of waste, to say nothing of 
the rest, is that of irritating and exasperating men against 
each other, by violence done; which is always sure to be 
injustice done, for violence does even justice unjustly. 

Who shall compute the waste and loss, the obstruction 
of every sort, that was produced in the Manchester region 
by Peterloo alone! Some thirteen unarmed men and 
women cut down,—the number of the slain and maimed is 
very countable: but the treasury of rage, burning hidden or 
visible in all hearts ever since, more or less perverting the 
effort and aim of all hearts ever since, is of unknown extent. 
‘‘How ye came among us, in your cruel armed blindness, 
ye unspeakable County Yeomanry, sabres flourishing, hoofs 
prancing, and slashed us down at your brute pleasure; 
deaf, blind to all our claims and woes and wrongs; of 
quick sight and sense to your own claims only! There lie 
poor sallow workworn weavers, and complain no more now ; 
women themselves are slashed and sabred, howling terror 
fills the air; and ye ride prosperous, very victorious,—ye 
unspeakable: give ws sabres too, and then come-on a 
little !’’ Such are Peterloos. In all hearts that witnessed 
Peterloo, stands written, as in fire-characters, or smoke- 
characters prompt to become fire again, a legible balance- 
account of grim vengeance: very unjustly balanced, much 
exaggerated, as is the way with such accounts: but payable 
readily at sight, in full with compound interest! Such 
things should be avoided as the very pestilence! For men’s 
hearts ought not to be set against one another ; but set w7th 
one another, and all against the Evil Thing only. Men’s 
souls ought to be left to see clearly ; not jaundiced, blinded, 
twisted all awry, by revenge, mutual abhorrence, and the 
like. An Insurrection that can announce the disease, and 
then retire with no such balance-account opened anywhere, 
has attained the highest success possible for it. 
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And this was what these poor Manchester operatives, 
with all the darkness that was in them and round them, 
did manage to perform. They put their huge inarticulate 
question, ‘‘What do you mean to do with us?” in a 
manner audible to every reflective soul in this kingdom ; 
exciting deep pity in all good men, deep anxiety in all men 
whatever; and no conflagration or outburst of madness 
came to cloud that feeling anywhere, but everywhere it 
operates unclouded. All England heard the question: it 
is the first practical form of ovr Sphinx-riddle. England 
will answer it; or, on the whole, England will perish ;—one 
does not yet expect the latter result ! 

For the rest, that the Manchester Insurrection could 
yet discern no radiance of Heaven on any side of its 
horizon; but feared that all lights, of the O’Connor or 
other sorts, hitherto kindled, were but deceptive fish-oil 
transparencies, or bog will-o’-wisp lights, and no dayspring 
from on high: for this also we will honor the poor 
Manchester Insurrection, and augur well of it. A deep 
unspoken sense lies in these strong men,—inconsiderable, 
almost stupid, as all they can articulate of it is. Amid all 
violent stupidity of speech, a right noble instinct of what is 
doable and what is not doable never forsakes them: the 
strong inarticulate men and workers, whom Fact patronizes ; 
of whom, in all difficulty and work whatsoever, there is 
good augury! This work too is to be done: Governors 
and Governing Classes that cam articulate and utter, in any 
measure, what the law of Fact and Justice is, may calculate 
that here is a Governed Class who will listen. 

And truly this first practical form of the Sphinx-question, 
inarticulately and so audibly put there, is one of the most 
impressive ever asked in the world. ‘Behold us here, so 
many thousands, millions, and increasing at the rate of 
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fifty every hour. Weare right willing and able to work ; 
and on the Planet Earth is plenty of work and wages for a 
million times as many. We ask if you mean to lead us 
toward work; to try to lead us,—by ways new, never yet 
heard of till this new unheard-of Time? Or if you declare 
that you cannot lead us? And expect that we are to remain 
quietly unled, and in a composed manner perish of starva- 
tion? What is it you expect of us? What is it you mean to 
do with us?”’ This question, I say, has been put in the 
hearing of all Britain; and will be again put, and ever 
again, till some answer be given it. 

Unhappy Workers, unhappy Idlers, unhappy men and 
women of this actual England! We are yet very far from 
an answer, and there will be no existence for us without 
finding one. ‘‘A fair day’s-wages for a fair day’s-work :”’ 
it is as just a demand as Governed men ever made of 
Governing. It is the everlasting right of man.  Indis- 
putable as Gospels, as arithmetical multiplication-tables : it 
must and will have itself fulfilled ;—and yet, in these times 
of ours, with what enormous difficulty, next-door to 
impossibility! For the times are really strange; of a com- 
plexity intricate with all the new width of the ever-widening 
world; times here of half-frantic velocity of impetus, there 
of the deadest-looking stillness and paralysis; times defin- 
able as showing two qualities, Dilettantism and Mammon- 
ism :—most intricate obstructed times! Nay, if there were 
not a Heaven’s radiance of Justice, prophetic, clearly of 
Heaven, discernible behind all these confused world-wide 
entanglements, of Landlord interests, Manufacturing inter- 
ests, Tory-Whig interests, and who knows what other 
interests, expediences, vested interests, established posses- 
sions, inveterate Dilettantisms, Midas-eared Mammonisms, 
—it would seem to every one a flat impossibility, which all 
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wise men might as well at once abandon. If you do not 
know eternal Justice from momentary Expediency, and 
understand in your heart of hearts how Justice, radiant, 
beneficent, as the all-victorious Light-element, is also in 
essence, if need be, an all-victorious /zve-element, and melts 
ali manner of vested interests, and the hardest iron cannon, 
as if they were soft wax, and does ever in the long-run rule 
and reign, and allows nothing else to rule and reign, —you 
also would talk of impossibility! But it is only difficult, it 
is not impossible. Possible? It is, with whatever difficulty, 
very clearly inevitable. 


Fair day’s-wages for fair day’s-work! exclaims a 
sarcastic man: Alas, in what corner of this Planet, since 
Adam first awoke on it, was that ever realized? The day’s- 
wages of John Milton’s day’s-work, named Paradise Lost 
and Jflton’s Works, were Ten Pounds paid by installments, 
and a rather close escape from death on the gallows. 
Consider that: it is no rhetorical flourish ; it is an authentic; 
altogether quiet fact,—emblematic, quietly documentary of 
a whole world of such, ever since human _ history began. 
Oliver Cromwell quitted his farming ; undertook a Hercules’ 
Labor and lifelong wrestle with that Lernean Hydra-coil, 
wide as England, hissing heaven-high through its thousand 
crowned, coroneted, shovel-hatted, quack-heads; and he 
did wrestle with it, the truest and terriblest wrestle I have 
heard of; and he wrestled it, and mowed and cut it down a 
good many stages, so that its hissing is ever since pitiful in 
comparison, and one can walk abroad in comparative 
peace from it ;—and his wages, as I understand, were burial 
under the galiows-tree near Tyburn Turnpike, with his head 
on the gable of Westminster Hall, and two centuries now 
of mixed cursing and ridicule from all manner of men. His 
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dust lies under the Edgeware Road, near Tyburn Turnpike, 
at this hour; and his memory is—Nay, what matters what 
his memory is? His memory, at bottom, is or yet shall be 
as that of a god, a terror and horror to all quacks and 
cowards and insincere persons; an everlasting encourage- 
ment, new memento, battleword, and pledge of victory to 
all the brave. It is the natural course and history of the 
Godlike, in every place, in every time. What god ever 
carried it with the Tenpound Franchisers ; in Open Vestry, 
or with any Sanhedrim of considerable standing? When 
was a god found ‘agreeable’ to everybody? The regular 
way is to hang, kill, crucify your gods, and execrate and 
trample them under your stupid hoofs for a century or two; 
till you discover that they are gods,—and then take to 
braying over them, still in a very long-eared manner !—-So 
speaks the sarcastic man; in his wild way, very mournful 
truths. 

Day’s-wages for day’s-work? continues he: The Pro- 
gress of Human Society consists even in this same, The 
better and better apportioning of wages to work. Give me 
this, you have given me all. Pay to every man accurately 
what he has worked for, what he has earned and done and 
deserved,—to this man broad lands and honors, to that 
man high gibbets and treadmills: what more have I to ask? 
Heaven’s Kingdom, which we daily pray for, has come; 
God’s will is done on Earth even as it is in Heaven! This 
zs the radiance of celestial Justice ; in the light or in the fire 
of which all impediments, vested interests, and iron cannon, 
are more and more melting like wax, and disappearing 
from the pathways of men. A thing ever struggling 
forward ; irrepressible, advancing inevitable; perfecting 
itself, all days, more and more,—never to be ferfect till 
that general Doomsday, the ultimate Consummation, and 


Last of earthly Days. 


24 SOCIALISM AND UNSOCIALISM. 


True, as to ‘perfection’ and so forth, answer we; true 
enough! And yet withal we have to remark, that imperfect 
Human Society holds itself together, and finds place under 
the Sun, in virtue simply of some approximation to perfec- 
tion being actually made and put in practice. We remark 
farther, that there are supportable approximations, and then 
likewise insupportable. With some, almost with any, 
supportable approximation men are apt, perhaps too apt, 
to rest indolently patient, and say, It will do. Thus these 
poor Manchester manual workers mean only, by day’s- 
wages for day’s-work, certain coins of money adequate to 
keep them living ;—in return for their work, such modicum 
of food, clothes and fuel as will enable them to continue 
their work itself! They as yet clamor for no more; the 
rest, still inarticulate, cannot shape itself into a demand at 
all, and only lies in them as a dumb wish: perhaps only, 
still more inarticulate, as a dumb, altogether unconscious 
want. Zhzs is the supportable approximation they would 
rest patient with, That by their work they might be kept 
alive to work more!—7zzs once grown unattainable, I 
think your approximation may consider itself to have 
reached the zzsupportable stage; and may prepare, with 
whatever difficulty, reluctance and astonishment, for one of 
two things, for changing or perishing! With the millions 
no longer able to live, how can the units keep living? It is 
too clear the Nation itself is on the way to suicidal death. 

Shall we say then, The world has retrograded in its 
talent of apportioning wages to work, in late days? The 
world had always a talent of that sort, better or worse. 
Time was when the mere handworker needed not announce 
his claim to the world by Manchester Insurrections !—The 
world, with its Wealth of Nations, Supply-and-demand and 
such like, has of late days been terribly inattentive to that 
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question of work and wages. We will not say, the poor 
world has retrograded even here: we will say rather, the 
world has been rushing on with such fiery animation to 
get work and ever more work done, it has had no time to 
think of dividing the wages ; and has merely left them to 
be scrambled for by the Law of the Stronger, law of Supply- 
and-demand, law of Laissez-faire, and other idle Laws and 
Un-laws,—saying, in its dire haste to get the work done, 
That is well enough! 

And now, the world will have to pause a little, and take 
up that other side of the problem, and in right earnest 
strive for some solution of that. For it has become press- 
ing. What is the use of your spun shirts? They hang there 
by the million unsalable; and here, by the million, are 
diligent bare backs that can get no hold of them. Shirts 
are useful for covering human backs ; useless otherwise, an 
unbearable mockery otherwise. You have fallen terribly 
behind with that side of the problem! Manchester Insurrec- 
tions, French Revolutions, and thousandfold phenomena 
great and small, announce loudly that you must bring it 
forward a little again. Never till now, in the history of an 
Earth which to this hour nowhere refuses to grow corn if 
you will plough it, to yield shirts if you will spin and weave 
in it, did the mere manual two-handed worker (however it 
might fare with other workers) cry in vain for such ‘wages’ 
as he means by ‘fair wages,’ namely, food and warmth! 
The Godlike could not and cannot be paid; but the Earthly 
always could. Gurth,a mere swine herd, born thrall of 
Cedric the Saxon, tended pigs in the wood, and did get 
some parings of the pork. Why, the four-footed worker has 
already gof all that this two-handed one is clamoring for! 
How often must I remind you?. There is not a horse in 
England, able and willing to work, but as due food and 
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lodging ; and goes about sleek-coated, satisfied in heart. 
And you say, It is impossible. Brothers, I answer, if for 
you it be impossible, what is to become of you? It is 
impossible for us to believe it to be impossible. The human 
brain, looking at these sleek English horses, refuses to 
believe in such impossibility for English men. Do you 
depart quickly ; clear the way soon, lest worse befall. We 
for our share do purpose, with full view of the enormous 
difficulty, with total disbelief in the impossibility, to 
endeavor while life is in us, and to die endeavoring, we and 
our sons, till we attain it or have all died and ended. 

Such a Platitude of a World, in which all working 
horses could be well fed, and innumerable working men 
should die starved, were it not best to end it; to have done 
with it, and restore it once for all to the /otuns, Mud-giants, 
Frost-giants, and Chaotic Brute-gods of the Beginning? 
For the old Anarchic Brute-gods it may be well enough; 
but it is a Platitude which Men should be above countenanc- 
ing by their presence in it. We pray you, let the word 
tmpossible disappear from your vocabulary in this matter. 


It is of awful omen; to all of us, and to yourselves first 
of all. 
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CHAPIE RAY: 
MORRISON’S PILL. 


HAT is to be done, what would you have us do? 

asks many a one, with a tone of impatience, almost 

of reproach ; and then, if you mention some one 
thing, some two things, twenty things that might be done, 
turns round with a satirical tehee, and, ‘‘These are your 
remedies!’ The state of mind indicated by such question, 
and such rejoinder, is worth reflecting on. 

It seems to be taken for granted, by these interrogative 
philosophers, that there is some ‘thing,’ or handful of 
‘things,’ which could be done; some Act of Parliament, 
‘remedial measure’ or the like, which could be passed, 
whereby the social malady were fairly fronted, conquered, 
put an end to; so that, with your remedial measure in your 
pocket, you could then go on triumphant, and be troubled 
no farther. ‘‘You tell us the evil,’’ cry such persons, as if 
justly aggrieved, ‘‘and do not tell us how it is to be 
cured |” 

How it is to be cured? Brothers, I am sorry I have got 
no Morrison’s Pill for curing the maladies of Society. It 
were infinitely handier if we had a Morrison’s Pill, Act of 
Parliament, or remedial measure, which men could swallow, 
one good time, and then go on in their old courses, cleared 
from all miseries and mischiefs! Unluckily we have none 
such; unluckily the Heavens themselves, in their rich 
pharmacopeeia, contain none such. There will no ‘thing ’ 
be done that will cure you. There will a radical universal 
alteration of your regimen and way of life take place ; there 
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will a most agonizing divorce between you and your 
chimeras, luxuries and falsities, take place ; a most toilsome, 
all-but ‘impossible’ return to Nature, and her veracities 
and her integrities, take place: that so the inner fountains 
of life may again begin, like eternal Light-fountains, to 
irradiate and purify your bloated, swollen foul existence, 
drawing nigh, as at present, to nameless death! Either 
death or else all this will take place. Judge if, with such 
diagnosis, any Morrison’s Pill is like to be discoverable ! 
But the Life-fountain within you once again set flowing, 
what innumerable ‘things,’ whole sets and classes and 
continents of ‘things,’ year after year, and decade after 
decade, and century after century, will then be doable and 
‘done! Not Emigration, Education, Corn-Law Abrogation, 
Sanitary Regulation, Land Property-Tax; not these alone, 
nor a thousand times as much as these. Good Heavens, 
there will then be light in the inner heart of here and there 
a man, to discern what is just, what is commanded by the 
Most High God, what must be done, were it never so 
‘impossible.’ Vain jargon in favor of the palpably unjust 
will then abridge itself within limits. Vain jargon, on 
Hustings, in Parliaments or wherever else, when here and 
there a man has vision for the essential God’s-Truth of the 
things jargoned of, will become very vain indeed. The 
silence of here and there such a man, how eloquent in 
answer to such jargon! Such jargon, frightened at its own 
gaunt echo, will unspeakably abate; nay, for a while, may 
almost in a manner disappear,—the wise answering it in 
silence, and even the simplest taking cue from them to 
hoot it down wherever heard. It will be a blessed time; 
and many ‘things’ will become doable,—and when the 
brains are out, an absurdity will die! Not easily again 
shall a Corn-Law argue ten years for itself; and still talk 
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and argue, when impartial persons have to say with a sigh 
that, for so long back, they have heard no ‘argument’ 
advanced for it but such as might make the angels and 
almost the very jackasses weep !— 

Wholly a blessed time: when jargon might abate, and 
here and there some genuine speech begin. When to the 
noble opened heart, as to such heart they alone do, all 
noble things began to grow visible; and the difference 
between just and unjust, between true and false, between 
work and sham-work, between speech and jargon, was once 
more, what to our happier Fathers it used to be, zzfinzte,— 
as between a Heavenly thing and an Infernal: the one a 
thing which you were zof to do, which you were wise not 
to attempt doing; which it were better for you to havea 
millstone tied round your neck, and be cast into the sea, 
than concern yourself with doing !—Brothers, it will not be 
a Morrison’s Pill, or remedial measure, that will bring all 
this about for us. 


And yet, very literally, till, in some shape or other, it be 
brought about, we remain cureless; till it begin to be 
brought about, the cure does not begin. For Nature and 
Fact, not Red-tape and Semblance, are to this hour the 
basis of man’s life; and on those, through never such 
strata of these, man and his life and all his interests do, 
. sooner or later, infallibly come to rest,—and to be 
supported or be swallowed according as they agree with 
those. The question is asked of them, not, How do you 
agree with Downing-street and accredited Semblance? but, 
How do you agree with God’s Universe and the actual 
Reality of things? This Universe has its Laws. If we walk 
according to the Law, the Law-Maker will befriend us ; if 
not, not. Alas, by no Reform Bill, Ballot-box, Five-point 
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Charter, by no boxes or bills or charters, can you perform 
this alchemy: ‘Given a world of Knaves, to produce an 
Honesty from their united action! It is a distillation, once 
for all, not possible. You pass it through alembic, after 
alembic it comes out still a Dishonesty, with a new dress on 
it, a new color to it. ‘While we ourselves continue valets, 
how can any hero come to govern us?’ We are governed, 
very infallibly, by the ‘sham-hero,’—whose name is Quack, 
whose work and governance is Plausibility, and also is 
Falsity and Fatuity ; to which Nature says, and must say 
when it comes to er to speak, eternally No! Nations 
cease to be befriended of the Law-Maker, when they walk 
not according to the Law. The Sphinx-question remains 
unsolved by them, becomes ever more insolvable. 

If thou ask again, therefore, on the Morrison’s Pill 
hypothesis, What is to be done? allow me to reply: By 
thee, for the present, almost nothing. Thou there, the 
thing for thee to do is, if possible, to cease to be a hollow 
sounding-shell of hearsays, egoisms, purblind dilettantisms ; 
and become, were it on the infinitely small scale, a faithful 
discerning soul. Thou shalt descend into thy inner man, 
and see if there be any traces of a sou/ there; till then there 
can be nothing done! O brother, we must if possible 
resuscitate some soul and conscience in us, exchange our 
dilettantisms for sincerities, our dead hearts of stone for 
living hearts of flesh. Then shall we discern, not one 
thing, but, in clearer or dimmer sequence, a whole endless 
host of things that can be done. Jo the first of these; do 
it; the second will already have become clearer, doabler ; 
the second, third, and three-thousandth will then have 
begun to be possible for us. Not any universal Morrison’s 
Pill shall we then, either as swallowers or as venders, ask 
after at all; but a far different sort of remedies : Quacks 
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shall no more have dominion over us, but true Heroes and 
Healers ! 


Will not that be a thing worthy of ‘doing ;’ to deliver 
ourselves from quacks, sham-heroes ; to deliver the whole 
world more and more from such! They are the one bane 
of the world. Once clear the world of them, it ceases to be 
a Devil’s-world, in all fibers of it wretched, accursed ; and 
begins to be a God’s-world, blessed, and working hourly 
toward blessedness! Thou for one wilt not again vote for 
any quack, do honor to any edge-gilt vacuity in man’s 
shape : cant shall be known to thee by the sound of it ;— 
thou wilt fly from cant with a shudder never felt before ; as 
from the opened litany of Sorcerers’ Sabbaths, the true 
Devil-worship of this age, more horrible than any other 
blasphemy, profanity, or genuine blackguardism elsewhere 
audible among men. It is alarming to witness,—in its 
present completed state! And Quack and Dupe, as we 
must ever keep in mind, are upper-side and under of the 
self-same substance ; convertible personages : turn up your 
dupe into the proper fostering element, and he himself can 
become a quack; there is in him the due prurient insin- 
cerity, open voracity for profit, and closed sense for truth, 
whereof quacks too, in all their kinds, are made. 

Alas, it is not to the hero, it is to the sham-hero that, of 
right and necessity, the valet-world belongs. ‘What is to 
be done?’ The reader sees whether it is like to be the 
seeking and swallowing of some ‘remedial measure !’ 
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CHAPTERS. 


ARISTOCRACY OF TALENT. 


HEN an individual is miserable, what does it most 

of all behove him to do? To complain of this man 

or of that, of this thing or of that? To fill the 
world and the street with lamentation, objurgation ? Not so 
at all; the reverse of so. All moralists advise him not to 
complain of any person or of any thing, but of himself only. 
He is to know of a truth that being miserable he has been 
unwise, he. Had he faithfully followed Nature and her 
Laws, Naturé, ever true to her Laws, would have yielded 
fruit and increase and felicity to him: but he has followed 
other than Nature’s Laws; and now Nature, her patience 
with him being ended, leaves him desolate ; answers with 
very emphatic significance to him: No. Not by this road, 
my son; by another road shalt thou attain well-being : this, 
thou perceivest, is the road to ill-being ; quit this !—So do 
all moralists advise: that the man penitently say to himself 
first of all, Behold I was not wise enough; I quitted the 
laws of Fact, which are also called the Laws of God, and 
mistook for them the Laws of Sham and Semblance, which 
are called the Devil’s Laws ; therefore am I here. 

Neither with Nations that become miserable is it funda- 
mentally otherwise. The ancient guides of Nations, 
Prophets, Priests, or whatever their name, were well aware 
of this; and, down to a late epoch, impressively taught and 
inculcated it. The modern guides of Nations, who also go 
under a great variety of names, Journalists, Political 


Economists, Politicians, Pamphleteers, have entirely for- 
gotten this, and are ready to deny this. But it nevertheless 
remains eternally undeniable : nor is there any doubt but 
we shall all be taught it yet, and made again to confess it: 
- we shall all be striped and scourged till we do learn it; and 
shall at last either get to know it, or be striped to death in 
the process. For it is undeniable! When a Nation is 
unhappy, the old Prophet was right and not wrong in 
saying to it: Ye have forgotten God, ye have quitted the 
ways of God, or ye would not have been unhappy. It is 
not according to the laws of Fact that ye have lived and 
guided yourselves, but according to the laws of Delusion, 
Imposture, and willful and unwillful AZstake of Fact; 
behold therefore the Unveracity is worn out; Nature’s 
long-suffering with you is exhausted ; and ye are here! 
Surely there is nothing very inconceivable in this, even 
to the Journalist, to the Political Economist, Modern 
Pamphleteer, or any two-legged animal without feathers! 
If a country finds itself wretched, sure enough that country 
has been mzsguided: it is with the wretched Twenty-seven 
Millions, fallen wretched, as with the Unit fallen wretched : 
they as he have quitted the course prescribed by Nature 
and the Supreme Powers, and so are fallen into scarcity, 
disaster, infelicity; and pausing to consider themselves, 
have to lament and say: Alas, we were not wise enough! 
We took transient superficial Semblance for everlasting 
central Substance; we have departed far away from the 
Laws of this Universe, and behold now lawless Chaos and 
inane Chimera is ready to devour us !—‘Nature in late 
centuries,’ says Sauerteig, ‘was universally supposed to be 
‘dead; an old eight-day clock, made many thousand years 
‘ago, and still ticking, but dead as brass,—which the 
‘Maker, at most, sat looking at, in a distant, singular, and 
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‘indeed incredible manner : but now, I am happy to observe, 
‘she is everywhere asserting herself to be not dead and 
‘brass at all, but alive and miraculous, celestial-infernal, with 
‘an emphasis that will again penetrate the thickest head of 
‘this Planet by and by!’ 

Indisputable enough to all mortals now, the guidance of 
this country has not been sufficiently wise: men too foolish 
have been set to the guiding and governing of it, and have 
guided it Azther: we must find wiser,—wiser, or else we 
perish! to this length of insight all England has now 
advanced; but as yet no farther. All England stands 
wringing its hands, asking itself, nigh desperate, What 
farther? Reform Bill proves to be a failure; Benthamee 
Radicalism, the gospel of ‘Enlightened Selfishness,’ dies 
out, or dwindles into Five-point Chartism, amid the tears 
and hootings of men: what next are we to hope or try? 
Five-point Charter, Free-trade ; Church-extension, Sliding- 
scale; what, in Heaven’s name, are we next to attempt, 
that we sink not in inane Chimera, and be devoured of 
Chaos ?—The case is pressing, and one of the most compli- 
cated in the world. A God’s-message never came to 
thicker-skinned people; never had a God’s-message to 
pierce through thicker integuments, into heavier ears. It is 
Fact, speaking once more, in miraculous thunder-voice, 
from out of the center of the world:—how unknown its 
language to the deaf and foolish many ;—how distinct, 
undeniable, terrible and yet beneficent, to the hearing few: 
Behold, ye shall grow wiser, or ye shall die! Truer to 
Nature’s Fact, or inane Chimera will swallow you; in 
whirlwinds of fire, you and your Mammonisms, Dilettant- 
isms, your Midas-eared philosophies, double-barreled Aris- 
tocracies, shall disappear !—Such is the God’s-message to 
us, Once more, in these modern days. 


a 

We must have more Wisdom to govern us, we must be 
governed by the Wisest, we must have an Aristocracy of 
Talent! cry many. True, most true; but how to get it? 
The following extract from our young friend of the Hounds- 
ditch Indicator is worth perusing: ‘At this time,’ says he, 
‘while there is a cry everywhere, articulate or inarticulate, 
‘for an ‘‘Aristocracy of Talent,’’ a Governing Class, namely, 
‘which did govern, not merely which took the wages of 
‘governing, and could not with all our industry be kept 
‘from misgoverning, corn-lawing, and playing the very 
‘deuce with us,—it may not be altogether useless to remind 
‘some of the greener-headed sort what a dreadfully difficult 
‘affair the getting of such an Aristocracy is! Do you 
‘expect, my friends, that your indispensable Aristocracy of 
‘Talent is to be enlisted straightway, by some sort of 
‘recruitment aforethought, out of the general population ; 
‘arranged in supreme regimental order; and set to rule 
‘over us? That it will be got sifted, like wheat out of chaff, 
‘from the Twenty-seven Million British subjects; that any 
‘Ballot-box Reform Bill, or other Political Machine, with 
‘Force of Public Opinion never so active on it, is likely to 
‘perform said process of sifting? Would to Heaven that we 
‘had a sieve; that we could so much as fancy any kind of 
‘sieve, wind-fanners, or ne-plus-ultra of machinery, devisable 
‘by man, that would do it! 

‘Done nevertheless, sure enough, it must be; it shall 
‘and will be. We are rushing swiftly on the road to 
‘destruction ; every hour bringing us nearer, until it be, in 
‘some measure, done. The doing of it is not doubtful ; only 
‘the method and the costs! Nay I will even mention to 
‘you an infallible sifting-process whereby he that has ability 
‘will be sifted out to rule among us, and that same blessed 
‘Aristocracy of Talent be verily, in an approximate degree, 
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‘youchsafed us by and by: an infallible sifting process ; to 
‘which, however, no soul can help his neighbor, but each 
‘must, with devout prayer to heaven, endeavor to help him- 
‘self. It is, O friends, that all of us, that many of us, should 
‘acquire the true eye for talent, which is dreadfully wanting 
‘at present! The true eye for talent presupposes the true 
‘reverence for it,—O Heavens, presupposes so many 
‘things ! 

‘For example, you, Bobus Higgins, Sausage-maker on 
‘the great scale, who are raising such a clamor for this 
‘Aristocracy of Talent, what is it that you do, in that big 
‘heart of yours, chiefly in very fact pay reverence to? Is it 
‘to talent, intrinsic manly worth of any kind, you unfortu- 
‘nate Bobus? The manliest man that you saw going in a 
‘ragged coat, did you ever reverence him; did you so 
‘much as know that he was a manly man at all, till his coat 
‘orew better? Talent! I understand you to be able to wor- 
‘ship the fame of talent, the power, cash, celebrity or other 
‘success of talent; but the talent itself is a thing you never 
‘saw with eyes. Nay what is it in yourself that you are 
‘proudest of, that you take most pleasure in surveying 
‘meditatively in thoughtful moments? Speak now, is it the 
‘bare Bobus stript of his very name and shirt, and turned 
‘loose upon society, that you admire and thank Heaven 
‘for ; or Bobus with his cash-accounts and larders dropping 
‘fatness, with his respectabilities, warm garnitures, and 
‘pony-chaise, admirable in some measure to certain of the 
‘flunkey species? Your own degree of worth and talent is 
‘it of zzfinite value to you; or only of finite,—measurable 
‘by the degree of currency, and conquest of praise or 
‘pudding it has brought you te? Bobus, you are in a 
‘vicious circle, rounder than one of your own sausages ; and 
‘will never vote for or promote any talent, except what 
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‘talent or sham-talent has already gof itself voted for !’ — 
We here cut short the Zdicator; all readers perceiving 
whither he now tends. 


‘More Wisdom’ indeed: but where to find more 
Wisdom? We have already a Collective Wisdom, after its 
kind,—though ‘class-legislation, and another thing or two, 
affect it somewhat! On the whole, as they say, Like people 
like priest; so we may say, Like people like king. The 
man gets himself appointed and elected who is ablest—to be 
appointed and elected. What can the incorruptiblest 
Bobuses elect, if it be not some Bodzsstmus, should they find 
such? 

Or, again, perhaps there is not, in the whole Nation, 
Wisdom enough, ‘collect’ it as we may, to make an ade- 
quate Collective! That too is a case which may befall: a 
ruined man staggers down to ruin because there was not 
wisdom enough in him; so, clearly also, may Twenty-seven 
Million collective men !—But indeed one of the infalliblest 
fruits of Unwisdom in a Nation is that it cannot get the use 
of what Wisdom is actually in it: that it is not governed by 
the wisest it has, who alone have a divine right to govern in 
all Nations; but by the sham-wisest, or even by the openly 
not-so-wise if they are handiest otherwise! This is the 
infalliblest result of Unwisdom; and also the balefulest, 
immeasurablest,—not so much what we can call a poison- 
fruit, as a universal death-disease, and poisoning of the 
whole tree. For hereby are fostered, fed into gigantic bulk, 
all manner of Unwisdoms, poison-fruits ; till, as we say, 
the life-tree everywhere is made a upas-tree, deadly Unwis- 
dom overshadowing all things ; and there is done what lies 
in human skill to stifle all Wisdom everywhere in the birth, 
to smite our poor world barren of Wisdom,—and make 
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your utmost Collective Wisdom, were it collected and 
elected by Rhadamanthus, AZacus and Minos, not to speak 
of drunken Tenpound Franchisers with their ballot-boxes, 
an inadequate Collective! The wisdom is not now there: 
how will you ‘collect’ it? As well wash Thames mud, by 
improved methods, to find more gold in it. 

Truly, the first condition is indispensable, That Wisdom 
be there: but the second is like unto it, is properly one 
with it; these two conditions act and react through every 
fiber of them, and go inseparably together. If you have 
much Wisdom in your Nation, you will get it faithfully 
collected ; for the wise love Wisdom, and will search for it 
as for life and salvation. If you have little Wisdom, you 
will get even that little ill-collected, trampled under foot, 
reduced as near as possible to annihilation ; for fools do not 
love Wisdom; they are foolish, first of all, because they 
have never loved Wisdom,—but have loved their own 
appetites, ambitions, their coroneted coaches, tankards of 
heavy-wet. Thus is your candle lighted at both ends, and 
the progress toward consummation is swift. Thus is ful- 
filled that saying in the Gospel: To him that hath shall 
be given; and from him that hath not shall be taken away 
even that which he hath. Very literally, in a very fatal 
manner, that saying is here fulfilled. 

Our ‘Aristocracy of Talent’ seems at a considerable 
distance yet ; does it not, O Bobus? 
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CHAPTER VI. 


HERO-WORSHIP. 


O the present Editor, not less than to Bobus, a Gov- 

ernment of the Wisest, what Bobus calls an Aristoc- 

racy of Talent, seems the one healing remedy: but he 
is not so sanguine as Bobus with respect to the means of 
realizing it. He thinks that we have at once missed 
realizing it, and come to need it so pressingly, by departing 
far from the inner eternal Laws and taking up with the 
temporary outer semblances of Laws. He thinks that 
‘enlightened Egoism,’ never so luminous, is not the rule by 
which man’s life can be led. That ‘ Laissez-faire,’ ‘Supply- 
and-demand,’ ‘Cash-payment for the sole nexus,’ and so 
forth, were not, are not, and will never be, a practicable 
Law of Union for a Society of Men. That Poor and Rich, 
that Governed and Governing, cannot long live together on 
any such Law of Union. Alas, he thinks that man has a 
soul in him afferent from the stomach in any sense of this 
word; that if said soul be asphyxied, and lie quietly for- 
gotten, the man and his affairs are in a bad way. He thinks 
that said soul will have to be resuscitated from its asphyxia ; 
that if it prove irresuscitable, the man is not long for this 
world. In brief, that Midas-eared Mammonism, double- 
barreled Dilettantism, and their thousand adjuncts and 
corollaries, are xof the Law by which God Almighty has 
appointed this his Universe to go. That, once for all, these 
are not the Law: and then farther that we shall have to 
return to what zs the Law,—not by smooth flowery paths, 
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it is like, and with ‘tremendous cheers’ in our throat ; but 
over steep untrodden places, through stormclad chasms, 
waste oceans, and the bosom of tornadoes ; thank Heaven, 
if not through very Chaos and the Abyss! The resuscitat- 
ing of a soul that has gone to asphyxia is no momentary or 
pleasant process, but a long and terrible one. 

To the present Editor, ‘ Hero-worship,’ as he has else- 
where named it, means much more than an elected Parlia- 
ment, or stated Aristocracy, of the Wisest; for, in his 
dialect, it is the summary, ultimate essence, and supreme 
practical perfection of all manner of ‘worship,’ and true 
worthships and noblenesses whatsoever. Such blessed 
Parliament and, were it once in perfection, blessed Aristoc- 
racy of the Wisest, God-honored and man-honored, he does 
look for, more and more perfected,—as the topmost blessed 
practical apex of a whole world reformed from sham- 
worship, informed anew with worship, with truth and 
blessedness! He thinks that Hero-worship, done differently 
in every different epoch of the world, is the soul of all social 
business among men; that the doing of it well, or the 
doing of it ill, measures accurately what degree of well- 
being or of ill-being there is in the world’s affairs. He 
thinks that we, on the whole, do our Hero-worship worse 
than any Nation in this world ever did it before: that the 
Burns an Exciseman, the Byron a Literary Lion, are 
intrinsically, all things considered, a baser and falser 
phenomenon than the Odin a God, the Mahomet a prophet 
of God. It is this Editor’s clear opinion, accordingly, that 
we must learn to do our Hero-worship better ; that to do it 
better and better, means the awakening of the Nation’s soul 
from its asphyxia, and the return of blessed life to us, — 
Heaven’s blessed life, not Mammon’s galvanic accursed 
one, To resuscitate the Asphyxied, apparently now 
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moribund, and in the last agony if not resuscitated : such 
and no other seems the consummation. 

‘Hero-worship,’ if you will,—yes, friends ; but, first of 
all, by being ourselves of heroic mind. A whole world of 
Heroes ; a world not of Flunkeys, where no Hero-King can 
reign : that is what we aim at! We, for our share, will put 
away all Flunkeyism, Baseness, Unveracity from us; we 
shall then hope to have Noblenesses and Veracities set over 
us; never till then. Let Bobus and Company sneer, 
‘‘That is your Reform!’ Yes, Bobus, that is our Reform : 
and except in that, and what will follow out of that, we have 
no hope at all. Reform, like Charity, O Bobus, must 
begin at home. Once well at home, how will it radiate 
outward, irrepressible, into all that we touch and handle, 
speak and work; kindling ever new light, by incalculable 
contagion, spreading in geometric ratio, far and wide,— 
doing good only, wheresoever it spreads, and not evil. 

By Reform Bills, Anti-Corn-Law Bills, and thousand 
other bills and methods, we will demand of our Governors, 
with emphasis, and for the first time not without effect, that 
they cease to be quacks, or else depart; that they set no 
quackeries and blockheadisms anywhere to rule over us; 
that they utter or act no cant to us,—it will be better if 
they do not. For we shall now know quacks when we see 
them ; cant, when we hear it, shall be horrible to us! We 
will say, with the poor Frenchman at the Bar of the Con- 
vention, though in wiser style than he, and ‘for the space’ 
not ‘of an hour’ but of a lifetime: ‘‘/e demande 1 arresta- 

-tton des coguins et des liches.’’ ‘Arrestment of the knaves 
and dastards :’ ah, we know what a work that is; how long 
it will be before ¢#ey are all or mostly got ‘arrested :’—but 
here is one; arrest him in God’s name; it is one fewer! 
We will, in all practicable ways, by word and silence, by 
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act and refusal to act, energetically demand that arrest- 
ment, —‘‘je demande cette arrestation-la /’’—and by degrees 
infallibly attain it. Infallibly: for light spreads; all human 
souls, never so bedarkened, love light ; light once kindled 
spreads, till all is luminous; till the cry, ‘‘ Avvrest your 
knaves and dastards’’ rises imperative from millions of 
hearts, and rings and reigns from sea to sea. Nay, how 
many of them may we not ‘arrest’ with our own hands, 
even now; we! Do not countenance them, thou there: 
turn away from their lackered sumptuosities, their belauded 
sophistries, their serpent graciosities, their spoken and 
acted cant, with a sacred horror, with an Afage Satanas.— 
Bobus and Company, and all men will gradually join us. 
We demand arrestment of the knaves and dastards, and 
begin by arresting our own poor selves out of that fraternity. 
There is no other reform conceivable. Thou and I, my 
friend, can, in the most flunkey world, make, each of us, 
one non-flunkey, one hero, if we like: that will be two 
heroes to begin with:—Courage! even that is a whole 
world of heroes to end with, or what we poor Two can do 
in furtherance thereof! 

Yes, friends: Hero-kings and a whole world not 
unheroic,—there lies the port and happy haven, toward 
which, through all these storm-tost seas, French Revolu- 
tions, Chartisms, Manchester Insurrections, that make the 
heart sick in these bad days, the Supreme Powers are 
driving us. On the whole, blessed be the Supreme Powers, 
stern as they are! Toward that haven will we, O friends ; 
let all true men, with what of faculty is in them, bend 
valiantly, incessantly, with thousandfold endeavor, thither, 
thither! There, or else in the Ocean-abysses, it is very 
clear to me, we shall arrive. 

Well; here truly is no answer to the Sphinx-question ; 
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not the answer a disconsolate Public, inquiring at the 
College of Health, was in hopes of! A total change of 
regimen, change of constitution and existence from the very 
center of it; a new body to be got, with resuscitated soul, 
—not without convulsive travail-throes; as all birth and 
new-birth presupposes travail! This is sad news to a 
disconsolate discerning Public, hoping to have got off by 
some Morrison’s Pill, some Saint-John’s corrosive mixture, 
and perhaps a little blistery friction on the back !—-We were 
prepared to part with our Corn-Law, with various Laws and 
Unlaws: but this, what is this ? 

Nor has the Editor forgotten how it fares with your ill- 
boding Cassandras in Sieges of Troy. Imminent perdition 
is not usually driven away by words of warning. Didactic 
Destiny has other methods in store ; or these would fail 
always. Such words should, nevertheless, be uttered, when 
they dwell truly in the soul of any man. Words are hard, 
are importunate; but how much harder the importunate 
events they foreshadow! Here and there a human soul 
may listen to the words,—who knows how many human 
souls? whereby the importunate events, if not diverted and 
prevented, will be rendered /ess hard. The present Editor’s 
purpose is to himself full of hope. 

For though fierce travails, though wide seas and roaring 
gulfs lie before us, is it not something if a Loadstar, in the 
eternal sky, do once more disclose itself; an everlasting 
light, shining through all cloud-tempests and_ roaring 
billows, ever as we emerge from the trough of the sea: the 
blessed beacon, far off on the edge of far horizons, toward 
which we are to steer incessantly for life? Is it not some- 
thing; O Heavens, is it not all? There lies the Heroic 
Promised Land; under that Heaven’s-light, my brethren, 
bloom the Happy Isles,—there, O there! Thither will we ; 
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‘There dwells the great Achilles whom we knew.’* 


There dwell all Heroes, and will dwell: thither, all ye 
heroic-minded !—The Heaven’s Loadstar once clearly in 
our eye, how will each true man stand truly to Azs work in 
the ship; how, with undying hope, will all things be 
fronted, all be conquered. Nay, with the ship’s prow once 
turned in that direction, is not all, as it were, already well ? 
Sick wasting misery has become noble manful effort with a 
goal in our eye. ‘The choking Nightmare chokes us no 
longer; for we sér under it; the Nightmare has already 
fled.’ — 

Certainly, could the present Editor instruct men how to 
know Wisdom, Heroism, when they see it, that they might 
do reverence to z¢ only, and loyally make it ruler over them, 
—yes, he were the living epitome of all Editors, Teachers, 
Prophets, that now teach and prophesy ; he were an Afollo- 
Morrison, a Trismegistus and effective Cassandra! Let no 
Able Editor hope such things. It is to be expected the 
present laws of copyright, rate of reward per sheet, and 
other considerations, will save him from that peril. Let no 
Editor hope such things : no ;—and yet let all Editors aim 
toward such things, and even toward such alone! One 
knows not what the meaning of editing and writing is, if 
even this be not it. 

Enough, to the present Editor it has seemed possible 
some glimmering of light, for here and there a human soul, 
might lie in these confused Paper-Masses now intrusted to 
him ; wherefore he determines to edit the same. Out of 
old Books, new Writings, and much Meditation not of 
yesterday, he will endeavor to select a thing or two; and 
from the Past, in a circuitous way, illustrate the Present and 
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the Future. The Past is a dim indubitable fact: the Future 
too is one, only dimmer ; nay properly it is the same fact in 
new dress and development. For the Present holds in it 
both the whole Past and the whole Future ;—as the LIFE- 
TREE IGDRASIL, wide-waving, many toned, has its roots 
down deep in the Death-kingdoms, among the oldest dead 
dust of men, and with its boughs reaches always beyond 
the stars; and in all times and places is one and the same 
Life-tree ’ 
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BOOK II. 
THE MODERN WORKER. 


CHAPTER AL. 
PHENOMENA. 


(‘The Modern Worker,” is Part HI of Carlyle’s Past and 
Present. We have omitted Part II of that work, 7he Ancient 
Monk, as not bearing directly on our theme. Butin Zhe Modern 
Worker, Carlyle expounds his views most fully and perhaps most 
satisfactorily. It is full of sentences.and phrases that every one 
ought to know, and that many do know without knowing whence 
they come. His Gospel of Mammonism and Gospel of Dilettantism 
many know who have never read. His T7wenty-thousandth Part 
of a Father in our National Palaver has brushed away illusion 
from many an eye. Perhaps no work of Carlyle’s is less known 
and has done more good than this.—Ep. ] 


UT, it is said, our religion is gone; we no longer 
B believe in St. Edmund, no longer see the figure of 
him ‘on the rim of the sky,’ minatory or confirm- 
atory! God’s absolute Laws, sanctioned by an eternal 
Heaven and an eternal Hell, have become Moral Philoso- 
phies, sanctioned by able computations of Profit and Loss, 
by weak considerations of Pleasures of Virtue and the Moral 
Sublime. 
It is even so. To speak in the ancient dialect, we ‘have 
forgotten God ;’—in the most modern dialect and very truth 
of the matter, we have taken up the Fact of this Universe as 


THE MODERN WORKER. 47 
SS ee ee 


it zs not. We have quietly closed our eyes to the eternal 
Substance of things, and opened them only to the Shows 
and Shams of things. We quietly believe this Universe to 
be intrinsically a great unintelligible PERHAPS ; extrinsically, 
clear enough, it is a great, most extensive Cattlefold and 
work-house, with most extensive Kitchen-ranges, Dining- 
tables,—whereat he is wise who can find a place! All the 
Truth of this Universe is uncertain ; only the profit and loss 
of it, the pudding and praise of it, are and remain very 
visible to the practical man. 

There is no longer any God for us! God’s Laws are 
become a Greatest-happiness Principle, a Parliamentary 
Expediency ; the Heavens overarch us only as an Astro- 
nomical Time-keeper; a butt for Herschel-telescopes to 
shoot science at, to shoot sentimentalities at :—in our and 
old Johnson’s dialect, man has lost the sou/ out of him ; and 
now, after the due period,—begins to find the want of it! 
This is verily the plague-spot ; center of the universal Social 
Gangrene, threatening all modern things with frightful 
death. To him that will consider it, here is the stem, with 
its roots and taproot, with its world-wide upas-boughs and 
accursed poison exudations, under which the world lies 
writhing in apathy and agony. You touch the focal-center 
of all our diseases, of our frightful nosology of diseases, 
when you lay your hand on this. There is no religion ; 
there is no God; man has lost his soul, and vainly seeks 
antiseptic salt. Vainly: in killing Kings, in passing Reform 
Bills, in French Revolutions, Manchester Insurrections, is 
found no remedy. The foul elephantine leprosy, alleviated 
for an hour, reappears in new force and desperateness next 
hour. 

For actually this is of the real fact of the world; the 
world is not made so, but otherwise |—Truly, any Society 
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setting out from this No-God hypothesis will arrive at a 
result or two. The Unveracities, escorted, each Unveracity 
of them by its corresponding Misery and Penalty; the 
Phantasms, and Fatuities, and ten-years Corn-Law Debat- 
ings, that shall walk the Earth at noonday,—must needs be 
numerous! The Universe Jdezng intrinsically a Perhaps, 
being too probably an ‘infinite Humbug,’ why should any 
minor Humbug astonish us? It is all according to the 
order of Nature; and Phantasms riding with huge clatter 
along the streets, from end to end of our existence, astonish 
nobody. Enchanted St. Ives-Workhouses and Joe-Manton 
Aristocracies ; giant Working Mammonism near strangled 
in. the partridge-nets of giant-looking Idle Dillettantism,— 
this, in all its branches, in its thousand thousand modes and 
figures, is a sight familiar to us. 


‘The Popish Religion, we are told, flourishes extremely 
in these years ; and is the most vivacious-looking religion to 
be met with at present. ‘‘ Alle a trots cents ans dans le 
ventre,’’ counts M. Jouffroy; ‘‘c¢ est pourquoi je la respecte !”’ 
—The old Pope of Rome, finding it laborious to kneel so 
long while they cart him through the streets to bless the 
people on Corpus- Christi Day, complains of rheumatism ; 
whereupon his Cardinals consult ;—construct him, after 
some study, a stuffed cloaked figure, of iron and wood, with 
wool or baked hair; and place it in a kneeling posture. 
Stuffed figure, or rump of a figure ; to this stuffed rump he, 
sitting at his ease on a lower level, joins, by the aid of 
cloaks and drapery, his living head and outspread hands: 
the rump with its cloak kneels, the Pope looks, and holds 
his hands spread; and so the two in concert bless the 
Roman population on Corpus-Christi Day, as well as they 
can. 
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I have considered this amphibious Pope, with the wood- 
and-iron back, with the flesh head and hands; and endeav- 
ored to calculate his horoscope. I reckon him the remark- 
ablest Pontiff that has darkened God’s daylight, or painted 
himself in the human retina, for these several thousand 
years. Nay, since Chaos first shivered, and ‘sneezed,’ as 
the Arabs say, with the first shaft of sunlight shot through 
it, what stranger product was there of Nature and Art 
working together? Here is a Supreme Priest who believes 
God to be—What, in the name of God does he believe God 
to be?—and discerns that all worship of God is a scenic 
phantasmagory of wax-candles, organ-blasts, Gregorian 
Chants, mass-brayings, purple monsignori, wood-and-iron 
rumps, artistically spread out,—to save the ignorant from 
worse. 

O reader, I say not who are Belial’s elect. This poor 
amphibious Pope too gives loaves to the Poor ; has in him 
more good latent than he is himself aware of. His poor 
Jesuits, in the late Italian Cholera, were, with a few German 
Doctors, the only creatures whom dastard terror had not 
driven mad: they descended fearless into all gulfs and 
bedlams ; watched over the pillow of the dying, with help, 
with counsel and hope; shone as luminous fixed stars, when 
all else had gone out in chaotic night: honor to them ! 
This Poor Pope,—who knows what good is in him? Ina 
Time otherwise too prone to forget, he keeps up the mourn- 
fulest ghastly memorial of the Highest, Blessedest, which 
once was; which, in new fit forms, will again partly have to 
be. Is he not as a perpetual death’s-head and cross-bones, 
with their Reswrgam, on the grave of a Universal Heroism, 
—grave of a Christianity? Such Noblenesses, purchased by 
the world’s best heart’s blood, must not be lost ; we cannot 
afford to lose them, in what confusions soever. To all of 
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us the day will come, to a few of us it has already come, 
when no mortal, with his heart yearning for a ‘Divine 
Humility,’ or other ‘Highest form of Valor,’ will need to 
look for it in death’s heads, but will see it round him in 
here and there a beautiful living head. 

Besides, there is in this poor Pope and his practice of 
the Scenic Theory of Worship, a frankness which I rather 
honor. Not half and half, but with undivided heart does he 
set about worshiping by stage machinery ; as if there were 
now, and could again be, in Nature no other. He will ask 
you, What other? Under this my Gregorian Chant, and 
beautiful wax-light Phantasmagory, kindly hidden from you 
is an Abyss, of black Doubt, Skepticism, nay Sansculottic 
Jacobinism ; an Orcus that has no bottom. Think of that. 
‘Groby Pool zs thatched with pancakes,’—as Jeannie Deans’ 
Innkeeper defied it to be! The Bottomless of Skepticism, 
Atheism, Jacobinism, behold, it is thatched over, hidden 
from your despair, by stage-properties judiciously arranged. 
This stuffed rump of mine saves not me only from rheuma- 
tism, but you also from what other zsms/ In this your 
Life-pilgrimage Nowhither, a fine Squallacci marching- 
music, and Gregorian Chant, accompanies you, and the 
hollow Night of Orcus is well hid! 

Yes, truly, few men that worship by the rotatory 
Calabash of the Calmucks do it in half so great, frank or 
effectual a way. Drury-lane, it is said, and that is saying 
much, might learn from him in the dressing of parts, in the 
arrangement of lights and shadows. He is the greatest 
Play-actor that at present draws salary in this world. Poor 
Pope; and I am told he is fast growing bankrupt too; and 
will, in a measurable term of years (a great way within the 
‘three hundred’) not have a penny to make his pot boil! 
His old rheumatic back will then get a rest; and himself 
and his stage-properties sleep well in Chaos for evermore. 
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Or, alas, why go to Rome for Phantasms walking the 
streets? Phantasms, ghosts, in this midnight hour, hold 
jubilee, and screech and jabber ; and the question rather 
were, What high Reality anywhere is yet awake? Aris- 
tocracy has become Phantasm-Aristocracy, no longer able to 
do its work, not in the least conscious that it has any work 
longer to do. Unable, totally careless to do its work ; care- 
ful only to clamor for the wages of doing its work,—nay for 
higher, and palpadbly-undue wages, and Corn-Laws and 
increase Of rents ; the old rate of wages not being adequate 
now! In hydra-wrestle, giant ‘ JZ@//ocracy’ so called, a real 
giant, though as yet a blind one and but half-awake, 
wrestles and wrings in choking nightmare, ‘like to be 
strangled in the partridge-nets of Phantasm-Aristocracy,’ as 
we said, which fancies itself still to be a giant. Wrestles, as 
under nightmare, till it do awaken ; and gasps and struggles 
thousandfold, we may say, in a truly painful manner, 
through all fibers of our English Existence, in these hours 
and years! Is our poor English Existence wholly becoming 
a Nightmare ; full of mere Phantasms ?— 

The Champion of England, cased in iron or tin, rides 
into Westminster Hall, ‘being lifted into his saddle with 
little assistance,’ and there asks, If in the four quarters of 
the world, under the cope of Heaven, is any man or demon 
that dare question the right of this King? Under the cope 
of Heaven no man makes intelligible answer,—as several 
men ought already to have done. Does not this Champion 
too know the world; that it is a huge Imposture, and 
bottomless Inanity, thatched over with bright cloth and 
other ingenious tissues? Him let us leave there, question- 
ing all men and demons. 

Him we have left to his destiny ; but whom else have we 
found? From this the highest apex of things, downward 
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through all strata and breadths, how many fully awakened 
Realities have we fallen in with: alas, on the contrary, what 
troops and populations of Phantasms, not God-Veracities, 
but Devil-Falsities, down to the very lowest stratum,— 
which now, by such superincumbent weight of Unveracities, 
lies enchanted in St. Ives’ Workhouses, broad enough, 
helpless enough! You will walk in no public thoroughfare 
or remotest byway of English Existence but you will meet 
a man, an interest of men, that has given up hope in the 
Everlasting, True, and placed its hope in the Temporary, 
half or wholly False. The Honorable Member complains 
unmusically that there is ‘devil’s-dust’ in Yorkshire cloth. 
Yorkshire cloth—why, the very Paper I now write on is 
made, it seems, partly of plaster-lime well-smoothed, and 
obstructs my writing! You are lucky if you can find now 
any good Paper,—any work really done, search where you 
will, from highest Phantasm apex to lowest Enchanted basis. 

Consider for example that great Hat seven-feet high, 
which now perambulates London Streets ; which my Friend 
Sauerteig regarded justly as one of our English notabilities ; 
‘‘the topmost point as yet,’’ said he, ‘‘would it were your 
culminating and returning point, to which English Puffery 
has been observed to reach !’’—the Hatter in the Strand of 
London, instead of making better felt-hats than another, 
mounts a huge lath-and-plaster Hat, seven-feet high, upon 
wheels ; sends a man to drive it through the streets ; hoping 
to be saved thereby. He has not attempted to make better 
hats, as he was appointed by the Universe to do, and as 
with this ingenuity of his he could very probably have 
done; but his whole industry is turned to Jersuade us that 
he has made such! He too knows that the Quack has 
become God. Laugh not at him, O Reader; or do not 
laugh only. He has ceased to be comic; he is fast becom- 
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ing tragic. To me this all-deafening blast of Puffery, of 
poor Falsehood grown necessitous, of poor Heart-Atheism 
fallen now into Enchanted Workhouses, sounds too surely 
like a Doom’s-blast. I have to say to myself in old dialect : 
‘‘God’s blessing is not written on all this; His curse is 
written on all this!’ Unless perhaps the Universe e a 
chimera ;—some old totally deranged eight-day clock, dead 
as brass; which the Maker, if there ever was any Maker, 
has long ceased to meddle with?—To my friend Sauerteig 
this poor seven-feet Hat-Manufacturer, as the top-stone of 
English Puffery, was very notable. 

Alas, that we natives note him little, that we view him 
as a thing of course, is the very burden of the misery. 
We take it for granted, the most rigorous of us, that all 
men who have made anything are expected and entitled to 
make the loudest possible proclamation of it, and call on a 
discerning public to reward them for it. Every man his 
own trumpeter; that is, to a really alarming extent, the 
accepted rule. Make loudest possible proclamation of 
your Hat: true proclamation if that will do; if that will not 
do, then false proclamation,—to such extent of falsity as 
will serve your purpose; as will not seem too false to be 
credible !—I answer, once for all, that the fact is not so. 
Nature requires no man to make proclamation of his doings 
and hat-makings; Nature forbids all men to make such. 
There is not a man or hat-maker born into the world but 
feels, or has felt, that he is degrading himself if he speak of 
his excellencies and prowesses, and supremacy in his craft : 
his inmost heart says to him, ‘‘ Leave thy friends to speak 
of these; if possible, thy enemies to speak of these; but at 
all events, thy friends!’’ He feels that he is already a poor 
braggart ; fast hastening to be a falsity and speaker of the 
Untruth. 
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Nature’s Laws, I must repeat, are eternal: her small 
still voice, speaking from the inmost heart of us, shall not, 
under terrible penalties, be disregarded. No one man can 
depart from the truth without damage to himself; no one 
million of men; no Twenty-seven Millions of men. Show 
me a Nation fallen everywhere into this course, so that 
each expects it, permits it to others and himself, I will show 
you a nation traveling with one assent on the broad way. 
The broad way, however many Banks of England, Cotton- 
Mills and Dukes’ Palaces it may have. Not at happy 
Elysian fields, and everlasting crowns of victory, earned by 
silent Valor, will this Nation arrive; but at precipices, 
devouring gulfs, if it pause not. Nature has appointed 
happy fields, victorious laurel-crowns ; but only to the 
brave and true: Un-nature, what we call Chaos, holds 
nothing in it but vacuities, devouring gulfs. What are 
Twenty-seven Millions, and their unanimity? Believe them 
not: the Worlds and the Ages, God and Nature and All 
Men say otherwise. 

‘Rhetoric all this?’ No, my brother, very singular 'to 
say, it is Fact all this. Cocker’s Arithmetic is not truer. 
Forgotten in these days, it is old as the foundations of the 
Universe, and will endure till the Universe cease. It is 
forgotten now; and the first mention of it puckers thy 
sweet countenance into a sneer: but it will be brought to 
mind again,—unless indeed the Law of Gravitation chance 
to cease, and men find that they caz walk on vacancy. 
Unanimity of the Twenty-seven Millions will do nothing ; 
walk not thou with them; fly from them as for thy life. 
Twenty-seven Millions traveling on such courses, with gold 
jingling in every pocket, with vivats heaven-high, are 
incessantly advancing, let me again remind thee, toward 
the /rm-land’s end,—toward the end and extinction of 
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what Faithfulness, Veracity, real Worth, was in their way 
of life. Their noble ancestors have fashioned for them a 
‘life-road ;—in how many thousand senses, this! There is 
not an old wise Proverb on their tongue, an honest 
Principle articulated in their hearts into utterance, a wise 
true method of doing and despatching any work or 
commerce of men, but helps yet to carry them forward. 
Life is still possible to them, because all is not yet Puffery, 
Falsity, Mammon-worship and Unnature; because some- 
what is yet Faithfulness, Veracity and Valor. With a 
certain very considerable finite quantity of Unveracity and 
Phantasm, social life is still possible; not with an infinite 
quantity! Exceed your certain quantity, the seven-feet 
Hat, and all things upward to the very Champion cased in 
tin, begin to reel and flounder,—in Manchester Insurrec- 
tions, Chartisms, Sliding-scales ; the Law of Gravitation not 
forgetting to act. You advance incessantly toward the 
land’s end; you are, literally enough, ‘consuming the way,’ 
step after step, Twenty-seven Million unconscious men ;— 
till you are af the land’s end; till there is not faithfulness 
enough among you any more: and the next step now is 
lifted of over land, but into air, over ocean-deeps and 
roaring abysses :—unless perhaps the Law of Gravitation 
have forgotten to act? 

Oh, it is frightful when a whole Nation, as our Fathers 
used to say, has ‘forgotten God;’ has remembered only 
Mammon, and what Mammon leads to! When your self- 
trumpeting Hat-maker is the emblem of almost all makers, 
and workers, and men that make anything,—from soul- 
overseerships, body-overseerships, epic poems, acts of par- 
liament, to hats and shoe-blacking! Not one false man but 
does unaccountable mischief: how much, in a generation or 
two, will Twenty-seven Millions, mostly false, manage to 
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accumulate? The sum of it, visible in every street, market- 
place, senate-house, circulating library, cathedral, cotton- 
mill, and union-workhouse, fills one of with a comic 
feeling ! 


CHAPTERS I 
GOSPEL OF MAMMONISM. 


EADER, even Christian Reader as thy title goes, hast 
thou any notion of Heaven and Hell? I rather 
apprehend, not. Often as the words are on our 
tongue, they have got a fabulous or semi-fabulous character 
for most of us, and pass on like a kind of transient simili- 
tude, like a sound signifying little. 

Yet it is well worth while for us to know, once and 
always, that they are not a similitude, nor a fable, nor a 
semi-fable ; that they are an everlasting highest fact! ‘‘No 
Lake of Sicilian or other sulphur burns now anywhere in 
these ages,’’ sayest thou? Well, and if there did not! 
Believe that there does not; believe it if thou wilt, nay hold 
by it as a real increase, a rise to higher stages, to wider 
horizons and empires. All this has vanished, or has not 
vanished ; believe as thou wilt as to all this. But that an 
Infinite of Practical Importance, speaking with strict 
arithmetical exactness, an /zfinite, has vanished or can 
vanish from the Life of any’ Man: this thou shalt not 
believe! O brother, the Infinite of Terror, of Hope, of 
Pity, did it not at any moment disclose itself to thee, 
indubitable, unnamable? Came it never, like the gleam 
of preter-natural eternal Oceans, like the voice of old 
Eternities, far-sounding through thy heart of hearts? 
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Never? Alas, it was not thy Liberalism then; it was thy 
Animalism! The Infinite is more sure than any other 
fact. But only men can discern it; mere building beavers, 
spinning arachnes, much more the predatory vulturous 
and vulpine species, do not discern it well !— 

‘The word Hell,’ says Sauerteig, ‘is still frequently in 
‘use among the English People: but I could not without 
‘difficulty ascertain what they meant by it. Hell generally 
‘signifies the Infinite Terror, the thing a man zs infinitely 
‘afraid of, and shudders and shrinks from, struggling with 
‘his whole soul to escape from it. There is a Hell there- 
‘fore, if you will consider, which accompanies man, in all 
‘stages of his history, and religious or other development : 
‘but the Hells of men and Peoples differ notably. With 
‘Christians it is the infinite terror of being found guilty 
‘before the Just Judge. With old Romans, I conjecture, it 
‘was the terror not of Pluto, for whom probably they 
‘cared little, but of doing unworthily, doing unvirtuously, 
‘which was their word for unmanfully. And now what is 
‘it, if you pierce through his Cants, his oft-repeated Hear- 
‘says, what he calls his Worships and so forth,—what is it 
‘that the modern English soul does, in very truth, dread 
‘infinitely, and contemplate with entire despair? What 7s 
‘his Hell; after all these reputable, oft-repeated Hearsays, 
‘what is it? With hesitation, with astonishment, I pro- 
‘nounce it to be: The terror of ‘‘ Not succeeding ;’’ of not 
‘making money, fame, or some other figure in the world,— 
‘chiefly of not making money! Is not that a somewhat 
‘singular Hell?’ 

Yes, O Sauerteig, it is very singular. If we do not 
‘succeed,’ where is the use of us? We had better never 
have been born. ‘‘Tremble intensely,’’ as our friend the 
Emperor of China says: there is the black Bottomless of 
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Terror; what Sauerteig calls the ‘Hell of the English !’— 
But indeed this Hell belongs naturally to the Gospel of 
Mammonism, which also has its corresponding Heaven. 
For there zs one Reality among so many phantasms ; about 
one thing we are entirely in earnest: The making of 
money. Working Mammonism does divide the world with 
idle game-preserving Dilettantism:—thank Heaven that 
there is even a Mammonism, azything we are in earnest 
about! Idleness is worst, Idleness alone is without hope: 
work earnestly at anything, you will by degrees learn to 
work at almost all things. There is endless hope in work, 
were it even work at making money. 

True, it must be owned, we for the present, with our 
Mammon-Gospel, have come to strange conclusions. We 
call it a Society; and go about professing openly the 
totalest separation, isolation. Our life is not a mutual help- 
fulness ; but rather, cloaked under due laws-of-war, named 
‘fair competition’ and so forth, it is a mutual hostility. We 
have profoundly forgotten everywhere that Cash-payment 
is not the sole relation of human beings ; we think, nothing 
doubting, that z# absolves and liquidates all engagements of 
man. ‘‘My starving workers?’’ answers the rich Mill- 
owner. ‘‘Did not I hire them fairly in the market? Did I 
not pay them, to the last sixpence, the sum covenanted for? 
What have I to do with them more?’’-——Verily Mammon- 
worship is a melancholy creed. When Cain, for his own 
behoof, had killed Abel, and was questioned, ‘‘Where is 
thy brother?’ he too made answer, ‘‘Am I my brother’s 
keeper?’ Did I not pay my brother 47s wages, the thing 
he had merited from me? 

O sumptuous Merchant-Prince, illustrious game-preserv- 
ing Duke, is there no way of ‘killing’ thy brother but 
Cain’s rude way! ‘A good man by the very look of him, 
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‘by his very presence with us as a fellow wayfarer in this 
‘ Life-pilgrimage, promises so much :’ woe to him if he for- 
get all such promises, if he never know that they were 
given! To a deadened soul, seared with the brute Idolatry 
of Sense, to whom going to Hell is equivalent to not 
making money, all ‘promises,’ and moral duties, that 
cannot be pleaded for in Courts of Requests, address them- 
selves in vain. Money he can be ordered to pay, but 
nothing more. I have not heard in all Past History, and 
expect not to hear in all Future History, of any Society 
anywhere under God’s Heaven supporting itself on such 
Philosophy. The Universe is not made so; it is made 
otherwise than so. The man or nation of men that thinks 
it is made so, marches forward nothing doubting, step 
after step ; but marches—whither we know! In these last 
two centuries of Atheistic Government (near two centuries 
now, since the blessed restoration of his Sacred Majesty, 
and Defender of the Faith, Charles Second), I reckon that 
we have pretty well exhausted what of ‘firm earth’ there 
was for us to march on ;—and are now, very ominously, 
shuddering, reeling, and let us hope trying to recoil, on the 
cliff’s edge !— 

For out of this that we call Atheism come so many 
other zsms and falsities, each falsity with its misery at its 
heels !—A sour is not like wind (sfzritus, or breath) 
contained within a capsule ; the ALMIGHTY MAKER is not 
like a Clockmaker that once, in old immemorial ages, 
having made his Horologe of a Universe, sits ever since and 
sees it go! Not at all. Hence comes Atheism; come, as 
we say, many other zsms,; and as the sum of all, comes 
Valetism, the reverse of Heroism; sad root of all woes 
whatsoever. For indeed, as no man ever saw the above- 
said wind-element enclosed within its capsule, and finds it 
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at bottom more deniable than conceivable; so too he 
finds, in spite of Bridgewater Bequests, your Clockmaker 
Almighty an entirely questionable affair, a deniable affair ; 
and accordingly denies it, and along with it so much else. 
Alas, one knows not what and how much else! For the 
faith in an Invisible, Unnamable, God-like, present every- 
where in all that we see and work and suffer, is the essence 
of all faith whatsoever ; and that once denied, or still worse, 
asserted with lips only, and out of bound prayer-books 
only, what other thing remains believable? That Cant well- 
ordered is marketable Cant: that Heroism means gas- 
lighted Histrionism ; that seen with ‘clear eyes’ (as they 
call Valet-eyes), no man is a Hero, or ever was a Hero, but 
all men are Valets and Varlets. The accursed practical 
quintessence of all sorts of Unbelief! For if there be now 
no Hero, and the Histrio himself begin to be seen into, 
what hope is there for the seed of Adam here below? We 
are the doomed everlasting prey of the Quack; who, now 
in this guise, now in that, is to filch us, to pluck and eat us, 
by such modes as are convenient for him. For the modes 
and guises I care little. The Quack once inevitable, let him 
come swiftly, let him pluck and eat me ;—swiftly, that I 
may at least have done with him; for in his Quack-world 
I can have no wish to linger. Though he slay me, yet will 
I nof trust in him. Though he conquer nations, and have 
all the Flunkeys of the Universe shouting at his heels, yet 
will I know well that Ze is an Inanity ; that for him and his 
there is no continuance appointed, save only in Gehenna 
and the Pool. Alas, the Atheist world, from its utmost 
summits of Heaven and Westminster Hall, downward 
through poor seven-feet Hats and ‘Unveracities fallen 
hungry,’ down to the lowest cellars and neglected hunger- 
dens of it, is very wretched. 
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One of Dr. Alison’s Scotch facts struck us much.* 
A poor Irish Widow, her husband having died in one of 
the Lanes of Edinburgh, went forth with her three children, 
bare of all resource, to solicit help from the Charitable 
Establishments of that City. At this Charitable Establish- 
ment and then at that she was refused: referred from one 
to the other, helped by none ;—till she had exhausted them 
all; till her strength and heart failed her: she sank down in 
typhus fever; died, and infected her Lane with fever, so 
that ‘seventeen other persons’ died of fever there in conse- 
quence. The humane Physician asks thereupon, as with a 
heart too full for speaking, Would it not have been 
economy to help this poor Widow? She took typhus-fever, 
and killed seventeen of you !—Very curious. The forlorn 
Irish Widow applies to her fellow-creatures, as if saying, 
‘Behold I am sinking, bare of help: ye must help me! I 
am your sister, bone of your bone; one God made us; 
ye must help me!’’ They answer, ‘‘No; impossible: thou 
art no sister of ours.’’ But she proves her sisterhood ; her 
typhus-fever kills them, they actually were her brothers, 
though denying it! Had human creature ever to go lower 
for a proof? 

For, as indeed was very natural in such case, all govern- 
ment of the Poor by the Rich has long ago been given 
over to Supply-and-demand, Laissez-faire and such like, 
and universally declared to be ‘impossible.’ ‘‘ You are no 
sister of ours; what shadow of proof is there? Here are 
our parchments, our padlocks, proving indisputably our 
money-safes to be ours, and you to have no business with 
them. Depart! It is impossible !’’—Nay, what wouldst 
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thou thyself have us do? cry indignant readers. Nothing, 
my friends,—till you have got a soul for yourselves again. 
Till then all things are ‘impossible.’ Till then I cannot 
even bid you buy, as the old Spartans would have -done, 
two-pence worth of powder and lead, and compendiously 
shoot to death this poor Irish Widow: even that is 
‘impossible’ for you. Nothing is left but that she prove 
her sisterhood by dying, and infecting you with typhus. 
Seventeen of you lying dead will not deny such proof that 
she was flesh of your flesh; and perhaps some of the living 
may lay it to heart. 


‘Impossible:’ of a certain two-legged animal with 
feathers it is said, if you draw a distinct chalk-circle round 
him, he sits imprisoned, as if girt with the iron ring of Fate ; 
and will die there, though within sight of victuals, or sit in 
sick misery there, and be fatted to death. The name of 
this poor two-legged animal is—Goose ; and they make of 
him, when well fattened, Paté de foe gras, much prized by 
some ! 


CHAPTER III. 
GOSPEL OF DILETTANTISM. 


UT after all, the Gospel of Dilettantism, producing a 
Governing Class who do not govern, nor understand 
in the least that they are bound or expected to govern, 
is still mournfuler than that of Mammonism. Mammonism, 
as we said, at least works; this goes idle. Mammonism 
has seized some portion of the message of Nature to man; 
and seizing that, and following it, will seize and appropriate 
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more and more of Nature’s message: but Dilettantism has 
missed it wholly. ‘Make money: that will mean withal, 
‘Do work in order to make money.’ But, ‘Go gracefully 
idle in Mayfair,’ what does or can that mean? An idle, 
game-preserving and even corn-lawing Aristocracy, in such 
an England as ours: has the world, if we take thought of 
it, ever seen such a phenomenon till very lately? Can it 
long continue to see such? 

Accordingly the impotent, insolent Donothingism in 
Practice, and Saynothingism in Speech, which we have to 
witness on that side of our affairs, is altogether amazing. 
A Corn-Law demonstrating itself openly, for ten years or 
more, with ‘arguments’ to make the angels, and some other 
classes of creatures, weep! For men are not ashamed to 
rise in Parliament and elsewhere, and speak the things 
they do zof think. ‘Expediency,’ ‘ Necessities of Party,’ 
etc. etc.! It is not known that the Tongue of Man is a 
sacred organ; that Man himself is definable in Philosophy 
as an ‘Incarnate Word,’ the Word not there, you have 
no Man there either, but a Phantasm instead! In this way 
it is that Absurdities may live long enough,—still walking, 
and talking for themselves, years and decades after the 
brains are quite out! How are ‘the knaves and dastards’ 
ever to be got ‘arrested’ at that rate? 

‘‘No man in this fashionable London of yours,’’ friend 
Sauerteig would say, ‘‘speaks a plain word to me. Every 
man feels bound to be something more than plain; to be 
pungent withal, witty, ornamental. His poor fraction of 
sense has to be perked into some epigrammatic shape, that 
it may prick into me;—perhaps (this is the commonest) 
to be topsyturvied, left standing on its head, that I may 
remember it the better! Such grinning inanity is very 
sad to the soul of man. Human faces should not grin on 
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one like masks; they should look on one like faces! I 
love honest laughter, as I do sunlight; but not dishonest : 
most kinds of dancing too; but the St. Vitus kind not at 
all! A fashionable wit, ach Himmel, if you ask, Which, 
he or a Death’s head, will be the cheerier company for me? 
pray send of him !” 

Insincere Speech, truly, is the prime material of insin- 
cere Action. Action hangs, as it were, dzssolved in Speech, 
in Thought whereof Speech is the shadow ; and precipitates 
itself therefrom. The kind of Speech in a man betokens 
the kind of Action you will get from him. Our Speech, 
in these modern days, has become amazing. Johnson 
complained, ‘‘ Nobody speaks in earnest, Sir; there is no 
serious conversation.’’ To us all serious speech of men, 
as that of Seventeenth-Century Puritans, Twelfth-Century 
Catholics, German Poets of this Century, has become 
jargon, more or less insane. Cromwell was mad and a 
quack; Anselm, Becket, Goethe, d7/to, ditto. 


Perhaps few narratives in History or Mythology are 
more significant than that Moslem one, of Moses and the 
Dwellers by the Dead Sea. A tribe of men dwelt on the 
shores of that same Asphaltic Lake; and having forgotten, 
as we are all too prone to do, the inner facts of Nature, and 
taken up with the falsities and outer semblances of it, were 
fallen into sad conditions,—verging indeed toward a cer- 
tain far deeper Lake. Whereupon it pleased kind Heaven 
to send them the Prophet Moses, with an instructive word 
of warning out of which might have sprung ‘remedial 
measures’ not a few. But no: the men of the Dead Sea 
discovered, as the valet-species always does in heroes or 
prophets, no comeliness in Moses; listened with real 
tedium to Moses, with light grinning, or with splenetic 
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sniffs and sneers, affecting even to yawn; and signified, in 
short, that they found him a humbug, and even a bore. 
Such was the candid theory these men of the Asphalt Lake 
formed to themselves of Moses, That probably he was a 
humbug, and certainly he was a bore. 

Moses withdrew ; but Nature and her rigorous veraci- 
ties did not withdraw. - The men of the Dead Sea, when 
we next went to visit them, were all ‘changed into Apes ;’* 
sitting on the trees there, grinning now in the most wmaf- 
fected manner; gibbering and chattering very genuine 
nonsense ; finding the whole Universe now a most indis- 
putable Humbug! The Universe has éecome a Humbug 
to these Apes who thought it one. There they sit and 
chatter, to this hour: only, I believe, every Sabbath there 
returns to them a bewildered half-consciousness, half-remin- 
iscence; and they sit, with their wizzened smoke-dried 
visages, and such an air of supreme tragicality as Apes 
may; looking out through those blinking smoke-bleared 
eyes of theirs, into the wonderfulest universal smoky Twi- 
light and undecipherable disordered Dusk of Things; 
wholly an Uncertainty, Unintelligibility, they and it; and 
for commentary thereon, here and there an unmusical 
chatter or mew ;—truest, tragicalest Humbug conceivable 
by the mind of man or ape! They made no use of their 
souls; and so have lost them. Their worship on the 
Sabbath now is to roost there, with unmusical screeches, 
and half-remember that they had souls. 

Didst thou never, O Traveler, fall in with parties of 
this tribe? Meseems they are grown somewhat numerous 
in our day. 


* Sale’s Koran (/utroduction). 
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CHAPTER IV. 
HAPPY: 


LL work, even cotton-spinning, is noble; work is 

alone noble: be that here said and asserted once 

more. And in like manner, too, all dignity is pain- 
ful; a life of ease is not for any man, nor for any god. 
The life of all gods figures itself to us as a Sublime Sad- 
ness, —earnestness of Infinite Battle against Infinite Labor. 
Our highest religion is named the ‘Worship of Sorrow.’ 
For the son of man there is no noble crown, well worn, or 
even ill worn, but is a crown of thorns !—These things, in 
spoken words, or still better, in felt instincts alive in every 
heart, were once well known. 

Does not the whole wretchedness, the whole Azthezsm 
as I call it, of man’s ways, in these generations, shadow 
itself for us in that unspeakable Life-philosophy of his: 
The pretension to be what he calls ‘happy?’ Every piti- 
fulest whipster that walks within a skin has his head filled 
with the notion that he is, shall be, or by all human and 
divine laws ought to be, ‘happy.’ His wishes, the piti- 
fulest whipster’s, are to be fulfilled for him; his days, the 
pitifulest whipster’s, are to flow on in ever-gentle current 
of enjoyment, impossible even for the gods, The prophets 
preach to us, Thou shalt be happy; thou shalt love 
pleasant things, and find them. The people clamor, Why 
have we not found pleasant things? 

We construct our theory of Human Duties, not on any 
Greatest-Nobleness Principle, never so mistaken; no, but 
on a Greatest-Happiness Principle. ‘The word Sou with 
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us, as in some Slavonic dialects, seems to be synonymous 
with Stomach.’ We plead and speak, in our Parliaments 
and elsewhere, not as from the Soul, but from the 
Stomach ;—wherefore, indeed, our pleadings are so slow 
to profit. We plead not for God’s Justice; we are not 
ashamed to stand clamoring and pleading for our own 
‘interests,’ our own rents and trade-profits; we say, They 
are the ‘interests’ of so many; there is such an intense 
desire in us for them! We demand Free-Trade, with 
much just vociferation and benevolence, that the poorer 
classes, who are terribly ill-off at present, may have 
cheaper New-Orleans bacon. Men ask on Free-trade plat- 
forms, How can the indomitable spirit of Englishmen be 
kept up without plenty of bacon? We shall become a 
ruined Nation !—Surely, my friends, plenty of bacon is 
good and indispensable}: but I doubt, you will never get 
even bacon by aiming only at that. You are men, not 
animals of prey, well-used or ill-used! Your Greatest- 
Happiness Principle seems to me fast becoming a rather 
unhappy one. What if we should cease babbling about 
‘happiness,’ and leave z¢ resting on its own basis, as it used 
to do! 

A gifted Byron rises in his wrath; and feeling too 
surely that he for his part is not ‘happy,’ declares the 
same in very violent language, as a piece of news that 
may be interesting. It evidently has surprised him much. 
One dislikes to see a man and poet reduced to proclaim 
on the streets such tidings; but on the whole, as matters 
go, that is not the most dislikable. Byron speaks the truth 
in this matter. Byron’s large audience indicates how true 
it is felt to be. 

‘Happy,’ my brother? First of all, what difference 
is it whether thou art happy or not! To-day becomes 
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Yesterday so fast, all To-morrows become Yesterdays ; and 
then there is no question whatever of the ‘happiness,’ but 
quite another question. Nay, thou hast such a sacred 
pity left at least for thyself, thy very pains, once gone 
over into Yesterday, become joys to thee. Besides, thou 
knowest not what heavenly blessedness and indispensable 
sanative virtue was in them; thou shalt only know it after 
many days, when thou art wiser!—A benevolent old 
Surgeon sat once in our company, with a Patient fallen 
sick by gormandising, whom he had just, too briefly in 
the Patient’s judgment, been examining. The foolish 
Patient still at intervals continued to break in on our dis- 
course, which rather promised to take a philosophic turn: 
‘‘But I have lost my appetite,’’ said he, objurgatively, 
with a tone of irritated pathos; ‘‘I have no appetite; 
I can’t eat !’—‘‘My dear fellow,’ answered the Doctor 
in mildest tone, ‘‘it isn’t of the slightest consequence ;’’— 
and continued his philosophical discoursings with us! 

Or does the reader not know the history of that 
Scottish iron Misanthrope? The inmates of some town- 
mansion, in those Northern parts, were thrown into the 
fearfulest alarm by indubitable symptoms of a ghost inhab- 
iting the next house, or perhaps even the partition-wall! 
Ever at a certain hour, with preternatural gnarring, growl- 
ing and screeching, which attended as running bass, there 
began, in a horrid, semi-articulate, unearthly voice, this 
song: ‘‘Once I was hap-hap-happy, but now I’m mees- 
erable! Clack-clack-clack, gnarr-r-r, whuz-z: Once I was 
hap-hap-happy, but now I’m mees-erable !’’—Rest, rest, 
perturbed spirit ;—or indeed, as the good old Doctor said: 
My dear fellow, it isn’t of the slightest consequence! But 
no; the perturbed spirit could not rest; and to the neigh- 
bors, fretted, affrighted, or at least insufferably bored by 
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him, it was of such consequence that they had to go and 
examine in his haunted chamber. In his haunted cham- 
ber, they find that the perturbed spirit is an unfortunate— 
Imitator of Byron? No, is an unfortunate rusty Meat-jack, 
gnarring and creaking with rust and work; and this, in 
Scottish dialect, is zs Byronian musical Life-philosophy, 
sung according to ability ! 


Truly, I think the man who goes about pothering and 
uproaring for his ‘happiness,’—pothering, and were it 
ballot-boxing, poem-making, or in what way soever fussing 
and exerting himself,—he is not the man that will help us 
to ‘get our knaves and dastards arrested! No; he rather 
is on the way to increase the number,—by at least one unit 
and his tail! Observe, too, that this is all a modern affair ; 
belongs not to the old heroic times, but to these dastard 
new times. ‘Happiness our being’s end and aim,’ all that 
very paltry speculation, is at bottom, if we will count well, 
not yet two centuries old in the world. 

The only happiness a brave man ever troubled himself 
with asking much about was, happiness enough to get his 
work done. Not ‘‘I can’t eat!’ but ‘‘I can’t work!’ that 
was the burden of all wise complaining among men. It is, 
after all, the one unhappiness of a man. That he cannot 
work; that he cannot get his destiny as a man fulfilled. 
Behold, the day is passing swiftly over, our life is passing 
swiftly over; and the night cometh when no man can 
work. The night once come, our happiness, our unhappi- 
ness,—it is all abolished; vanished, clean gone; a thing 
that has been: ‘not of the slightest consequence’ whether 
we were happy as eupeptic Curtis, as the fattest pig of 
Epicurus, or unhappy as Job with potsherds, as musical 
Byron with Giaours and sensibilities of the heart; as the 
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unmusical Meat-jack with hard labor and rust! But our 
work,—behold that is not abolished, that has not vanished : 
our work, behold it remains, or the want of it remains ;— 
for endless Times and Eternities, remains ; and that is now 
the sole question with us forevermore! Brief brawling 
Day, with its noisy phantasms, its poor paper-crowns 
tinsel-gilt, is gone; and divine everlasting Night with her 
star-diadems, with her silences and her veracities, is come ! 
What hast thou done, and how? Happiness, unhappi- 
ness: all that was but the wages thou hadst; thou hast 
spent all that, in sustaining thyself hitherward; not a coin 
of it remains with thee, it is all spent, eaten: and now thy 
work, where is thy work? Swift, out with it, let us see 
thy work! 


Of a truth, if man were not a poor hungry dastard, and 
even much of a blockhead withal, he would cease criticising 
his victuals to such extent; and criticise himself rather, 
what he does with his victuals ! 


CHAPTER, V. 
THE ENGLISH: 


ND yet, with all thy theoretic platitudes, what a depth 
A of practical sense in thee, great England! Depth of 
sense, of justice, and courage; in which, under all 
emergencies and world-bewilderments, and under this most 
complex of emergencies we now live in, there is still hope, 
there is still assurance! 
The English are a dumb people. They can do great 
acts, but not describe them, Like the old Romans and 
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some few others, thezy Epic Poem is written on the earth’s 
surface: England her Mark! It is complained that they 
have no artists: one Shakspeare indeed; but for Raphael 
only a Reynolds; for Mozart nothing but a Mr. Bishop ; 
not a picture, not a song. And yet they did produce one 
Shakspeare: consider how the element of Shakspearean 
melody does lie imprisoned in their nature; reduced to 
unfold itself in mere Cotton-mills, Constitutional Govern- 
ments, and such like ;—all the more interesting when it 
does become visible, as even in such unexpected shapes 
it succeeds in doing! Gcethe spoke of the Horse, how 
impressive, almost affecting it was that an animal of such 
qualities should stand obstructed so; its speech nothing 
but an inarticulate neighing, its handiness mere hoof iness, 
the fingers all constricted, tied together, the finger-nails 
coagulated into a mere hoof, shod with iron. The more 
significant, thinks he, are those eye-flashings of the gen- 
erous noble quadruped; those prancings, curvings of the 
neck clothed with thunder. 

A Dog of Knowledge has free utterance; but the War- 
horse is almost mute, very far from free! It is even so. 
Truly, your freest utterances are not by any means always 
the best: they are the worst rather; the feeblest, trivialest; 
their meaning prompt, but small, ephemeral. Commend 
me to the silent English, to the silent Romans. Nay, the 
silent Russians too I believe to be worth something: are 
they not even now drilling, under much obloquy, an im- 
mense semi-barbarous half-world from Finland to Kamt- 
chatka, into rule, subordination, civilization,—really in an 
old Roman fashion; speaking no word about it; quietly 
hearing all manner of vituperative Able Editors speak! 
While your ever-talking, ever-gesticulating French, for 
example, what are they at this moment drilling?—Nay, 
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of all animals, the freest of utterance, I should judge, is 
the genus Simia: go into the Indian woods, say all 
Travelers, and look what a brisk, adroit, unresting 
Ape-population it is! 


The spoken Word, the written Poem, is said to be an 
epitome of the man; how much more the done Work. 
Whatsoever of morality and of intelligence; what of 
patience, perseverance, faithfulness, of method, insight, 
ingenuity, energy; in a word, whatsoever of Strength the 
man had in him will lie written in the Work he does. To 
work: why, it is to try himself against Nature, and her 
everlasting unerring Laws; these will tell a true verdict as 
to the man. So much of virtue and of faculty did we find 
in him; so much and no more! He had such capacity 
of harmonizing himself with me and my unalterable ever- 
veracious Laws; of cooperating and working as J bade 
him ;—and has prospered, and has not prospered, as you 
see?—Working as great Nature bade him: does not that 
mean virtue of a kind; nay, of all kinds? Cotton can be 
spun and sold, Lancashire operatives can be got to spin 
it, and at length one has the woven webs and sells them, 
by following Nature’s regulations in that matter: by not 
following Nature’s regulations, you have them not. You 
have them not ;—there is no Cotton-web to sell: Nature 
finds a bill against you; your ‘Strength’ is not Strength, 
but Futility ! Let faculty be honored, so far as it is faculty. 
A man that can succeed in working is to me always a man. 

How one loves to see the burly figure of him, this thick- 
skinned, seemingly opaque, perhaps sulky, almost. stupid 
Man of Practice, pitted against some light adroit Man of 
Theory, all equipped with clear logic, and able anywhere 
to give you Why for Wherefore! The adroit Man of 
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Theory, so light of movement, clear of utterance, with his 
bow full-bent and quiver full of arrow-arguments,—surely 
he will strike down the game, transfix everywhere the 
heart of the matter; triumph everywhere, as he proves 
that he shall and must do? To your astonishment, it 
turns out oftenest No. The cloudy-browed, thick-soled, 
opaque Practicality, with no logic-utterance, in silence 
mainly, with here and there a low grunt or growl, has in 
him what transcends all logic-utterance: a Congruity with 
the Unuttered. The Speakable, which lies atop, as a 
superficial film, or outer skin, is his or is not his: but the 
Doable, which reaches down to the world’s center, you find 
him there ! 

The rugged Brindley has little to say for himself; the 
rugged Brindley, when difficulties accumulate on him, re- 
tires silent, ‘generally to his bed ;’ retires ‘sometimes for 
‘three days together to his bed, that he may be in perfect 
‘privacy there,’ and ascertain in his rough head how the 
difficulties can be overcome. The ineloquent Brindley, 
behold he has chained seas together ; his ships do visibly 
float over valleys, invisibly through the hearts of moun- 
tains; the Mersey and the Thames, the Humber and the 
Severn have shaken hands: Nature most audibly answers, 
Yes! The man of Theory twangs his full-bent bow; 
Nature’s Fact ought to fall stricken, but does not: his 
logic-arrow glances from it as from a scaly dragon, and the 
obstinate Fact keeps walking its way. How singular! At 
bottom you will have to grapple closer with the dragon ; 
take it home to you, by real faculty, not by seeming fac- 
ulty; try whether you are stronger or it is stronger. Close 
with it, wrestle it: sheer obstinate toughness of muscle ; 
but much more, what we call toughness of heart, which 
will mean persistence hopeful and even desperate, unsub- 
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duable patience, composed candid openness, clearness of 
mind: all this shall be ‘strength’ in wrestling your dragon; 
the whole man’s real strength is in this work, we shall get 
the measure of him here. 

Of all the Nations in the world at present the English 
are the stupidest in speech, the wisest in action. As good 
as a ‘dumb’ Nation, I say, who cannot speak, and have 
never yet spoken,—spite of the Shakspeares and Miltons 
who show us what possibilities there are!—O Mr. Bull, I 
look in that surly face of thine with a mixture of pity and 
laughter, yet also with wonder and veneration. Thou 
complianest not, my illustrious friend; and yet I believe 
the heart of thee is full of sorrow, of unspoken sadness, 
seriousness, —profound melancholy (as some have said) the 
basis of thy being. Unconsciously, for thou speakest of 
nothing, this great Universe is great to thee. Not by 
levity of floating, but by stubborn force of swimming, shalt 
thou make thy way. The Fates sing of thee that thou 
shalt many times be thought an ass and a dull ox, and 
shalt with a godlike indifference believe it. My friend,— 
and it is all untrue, nothing ever falser in point of fact! 
Thou art of those great ones whose greatness the small 
passer-by does not discern. Thy very stupidity is wiser 
than their wisdom. A grand vis znertig is in thee; how 
many grand qualities unknown to small men! Nature 
alone knows thee, acknowledges the bulk and strength of 
thee: thy Epic, unsung in words, is written in huge char- 
acters on the face of this Planet,—sea-moles, cotton-trades, 
railways, fleets and cities, Indian Empires, Americas, New- 
Hollands ; legible throughout the Solar System ! 

But the dumb Russians too, as I said, they, drilling all 
wild Asia and wild Europe into military rank and file, 
a terrible yet hitherto a prospering enterprise, are still 
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dumber. The old Romans also could not sfeak, for many 
centuries ;—not till the world was theirs; and so many 
speaking Greekdoms, their logic-arrows all spent, had 
been absorbed and abolished. The logic-arrows, how they 
glanced futile from obdurate thick-skinned Facts; Facts 
to be wrestled down only by the real vigor of the Roman 
thews !—As for me, I honor, in these loud-babbling days, 
all the Silent rather. A grand Silence that of Romans ;— 
nay the grandest of all, is it not that of the gods! Even 
Triviality, Imbecility, that can sit silent, how respectable 
is it in comparison! The ‘talent of silence’ is our funda- 
mental one. Great honor to him whose Epic is a melo- 
dious hexameter Iliad; not a jingling Sham-Iliad, nothing 
true in it but the hexameters and forms merely. But 
still greater honor, if his Epic be a mighty Empire slowly 
built together, a mighty Series of Heroic deeds,—a mighty 
Conquest over Chaos; which Epic the ‘Eternal Melodies’ 
have, and must have, informed and dwelt in, as 7 sung 
itself! There is no mistaking that latter Epic. Deeds are 
greater than Words. Deeds have such a life, mute but 
undeniable, and grow as living trees and fruit-trees do; 
they people the vacuity of Time, and make it green and 
worthy. Why should the oak prove logically that it 
ought to grow, and will grow? Plant it, try it; what gifts 
of diligent judicious assimilation and secretion it has, of 
progress and resistance, of force to grow, will then declare 
themselves. My much-honored, illustrious, extremely 
inarticulate Mr. Bull !— 

Ask Bull his spoken opinion of any matter,—oftentimes 
the force of dullness can no farther go. You stand silent, 
incredulous, as over a platitude that borders on the Infi- 
nite. The man’s Churchisms, Dissenterisms, Puseyisms, 
Benthamisms, College Philosophies, Fashionable Litera- 
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tures, are unexampled in this world. Fate’s prophecy is 
fulfilled ; you call the man an ox and anass. But set him 
once to work,—respectable man! His spoken sense is 
next to nothing, nine-tenths of it palpable zonsense: but 
his unspoken sense, his inner silent feeling of what is true, 
what does agree with fact, what is doable and what is not 
doable,—this seeks its fellow in the world. A terrible 
worker ; irresistible against marshes, mountains, impedi- 
ments, disorder, incivilization; everywhere vanquishing 
disorder, leaving it behind him as method and order. He 
‘retires to his bed three days’ and considers ! 

Nay withal, stupid as he is, our dear John,—ever, after 
infinite tumblings, and spoken platitudes innumerable from 
barrel-heads and parliament-benches, he does settle down 
somewhere about the just conclusion; you are certain that 
his jumblings and tumblings will end, after years or cen- 
turies, in the stable equilibrium. Stable equilibrium, I 
say ; center-of-gravity lowest ;—not the unstable, with cen- 
tre-of-gravity highest, as I have known it done by quicker 
people! For indeed, do but jumble and tumble sufficiently, 
you avoid that worst fault, of settling with your center-of- 
gravity highest; your center-of-gravity is certain to come 
lowest, and to stay there. If slowness, what we in our 
impatience call ‘stupidity,’ be the price of stable equilib- 
rium over unstable, shall we grudge a little slowness ? 
Not the least admirable quality of Bull is, after all, that of 
remaining insensible to logic; holding out for considerable 
periods, ten years or more, as in this of the Corn-Laws, 
after all arguments and shadow of arguments have faded 
away from him, till the very urchins on the street titter at 
the arguments he brings. Logic,—Aoyx«7, the ‘Art of 
Speech,’—does indeed speak so and so; clear enough: 
nevertheless Bull still shakes his head; will see whether 
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nothing else z//ogica/, not yet ‘spoken,’ not yet able to be 
‘spoken,’ do not lie in the business, as there so often does !— 
My firm belief is, that, finding himself now enchanted, 
hand-shackled, foot-shackled, in Poor-Law Bastiles and 
elsewhere, he will retire three days to his bed, and arrive 
at a conclusion or two! His three years ‘total stagnation 
of trade,’ alas, is not that a painful enough ‘lying in bed to 
consider himself?’ Poor Bull! 

Bull is a born Conservative ; for this too I inexpressibly 
honor him. All great Peoples are conservatives; slow to 
believe in novelties ; patient of much error in actualities ; 
deeply and forever certain of the greatness that is in Law, 
in Custom once solemnly established, and now long recog- 
nized as just and final.—True, O Radical Reformer, there 
is no Custom that can, properly speaking, be final ; none. 
And yet thou seest Customs which, in all civilized countries, 
are accounted final; nay, under the Old-Roman name of 
Mores, are accounted Morality, Virtue, Laws of God Him- 
self. Such, I assure thee, not a few of them are; such 
almost all of them once were. And greatly do I respect 
the solid character,—a block-head, thou wilt say ; yes, but 
a well-conditioned blockhead, and the best-conditioned,— 
who esteems all ‘Customs once solemnly acknowledged’ 
to be ultimate, divine, and the rule for a man to walk by, 
nothing doubting, not inquiring farther. What a time of 
it had we, were all men’s life and trade still, in all parts of 
it, a problem, a hypothetic seeking, to be settled by painful 
Logics and Baconian Inductions! The Clerk in Eastcheap 
cannot spend the day in verifying his Ready-Reckoner ; he 
must take it as verified, true and indisputable ; or his Book- 
keeping by Double Entry will stand still, ‘‘ Where is your 
Posted Ledger?’ asks the Master at night.—‘‘ Sir,” an- 
swers the other, ‘‘I was verifying my Ready-Reckoner, 
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and find some errors. The Ledger is—!’—Fancy such a 
thing ! 

True, all turns on your Ready-Reckoner being moder- 
ately correct, —being of insupportably incorrect! A Ready- 
Reckoner which has led to distinct entries in your Ledger 
such as these: ‘Creditor an English People by fifteen 
‘hundred years of good Labor; and Deétor to lodging in 
‘enchanted Poor-Law Bastiles ; Creditor by conquering the 
‘largest Empire the Sun ever saw; and Dedtor to Donothing- 
‘ism and ‘‘Impossible’’ written on all departments of the 
‘government thereof; Cveditor by mountains of gold ingots 
‘earned; and Debtor to No Bread purchasable by them: 
such Ready-Reckoner, methinks, is beginning to be 
suspect ; nay is ceasing, and has ceased to be suspect ! 
Such Ready-Reckoner is a Solecism in Eastcheap; and 
must, whatever be the press of business, and will and shall 
be rectified a little. Business can go on no longer with 7¢, 
The most Conservative English People, thickest-skinned, 
most patient of Peoples, is driven alike by its Logic and its 
Unlogic, by things ‘spoken,’ and by things not yet spoken 
or very speakable, but only felt and very unendurable, to be 
wholly a Reforming People. Their Life as it is has ceased 
to be longer possible for them. 

Urge not this noble silent People; rouse not the Berser- 
kirrage that lies in them! Do you know their Cromwells, 
Hampdens, their Pyms and Bradshaws? Men very peace- 
able but men that can be made very terrible! Men who 
like their old Teutsch Fathers in Agrippa’s days, ‘have a 
soul that despises death; ‘to whom death,’ compared 
with falsehoods and injustices, is light ;—‘in whom there is 
a rage unconquerable by the immortal gods! Before this, 
the English People have taken very preternatural-looking 
Spectres by the beard; saying virtually : ‘“‘And if thou wert 
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‘preternatural?? Thou with thy ‘divine-rights’ grown dia- 
bolical wrongs? Thou—not even ‘natural; decapitable ; 
totally extinguishable !” Yes, just so godlike as this 
People’s patience was, even so godlike will and must its 
impatience be. Away, ye scandalous Practical Solecisms, 
children actually of the Prince of Darkness; ye have near 
broken our hearts ; we can and will endure you no longer. 
Begone, we say; depart while the play is good! By the 
Most High God, whose sons and born missionaries true 
men are, you shall not continue here! You and we have 
become incompatible; can inhabit one house no longer. 
Either you must go, or we. Are ye ambitious to try 
which it shall be? 

O my Conservative friends, who still specially name and 
struggle to approve yourselves ‘Conservative’? would to 
Heaven I could persuade you of this world-old fact, than 
which Fate is not surer, That Truth and Justice alone are 
capable of being ‘conserved,’ and preserved! The thing 
which is unjust, which is zot according to God’s Law, will 
you, in a God’s Universe, try to conserve that? It is so old, 
say you? Yes, and the hotter haste ought yow, of all others, 
to be in to let it grow no older! If but the faintest whisper 
in your hearts intimate to you that it is not fair,—hasten, 
for the sake of Conservatism itself, to probe it rigorously, to 
cast it forth at once and forever if guilty. How will or can 
you preserve 7#, the thing that is not fair? ‘Impossibility’ 
a thousandfold is marked on that. And ye call your- 
selves Conservatives, Aristocracies :—ought not honor and 
nobleness of mind, if they had departed from all the 
Earth elsewhere, to find their last refuge with you? Ye 
unfortunate ! 

The bough that is dead shall be cut away, for the sake 
of the tree itself. Old? Yes, it is too old. Many a weary 
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winter has it swung and creaked there, and gnawed and 
fretted, with its dead wood, the organic substance and still 
living fiber of this good tree; many a long summer has its 
ugly naked brown defaced the fair green umbrage; every 
day it has done mischief, and that only : off with it, for the 
tree’s sake, if for nothing more: let the Conservatism that 
would preserve cut z#away. Did no wood-forester apprise 
you that a dead bough with its dead root left sticking there 
is extraneous, poisonous; is as a dead iron spike, some 
horrid rusty ploughshare driven into the living substance ; 
—nay is far worse; for in every windstorm (‘commercial 
crisis’ or the like), it frets and creaks, jolts itself to and fro, 
and cannot lie quiet as your dead iron spike would! 

If I were the Conservative Party of England (which is 
another bold figure of speech), I would not for a hundred 
thousand pounds an hour allow those Corn-Laws to con- 
tinue. Potosi and Golconda put together would not 
purchase my assent to them. Do you count what treasuries 
of bitter indignation they are laying up for you in every 
just English heart? Do you know what questions, not as to 
Corn-prices and Sliding-scales alone, they are forcing every 
reflective Englishman to ask himself? Questions insolvable, 
or hitherto unsolved; deeper than any of our Logic 
plummets hitherto will sound: questions deep enough,— 
which it were better that we did not name even in thought ! 
You are forcing us to think of them, to begin uttering them. 
The utterance of them is begun; and where will it be 
ended, think you? When two millions of one’s brother- 
men sit in Workhouses, and five millions, as is insolently 
said, ‘rejoice in potatoes,’ there are various things that 
must be begun, let them end where they can. 
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CHAPTER. Vi, 
TWO CENTURIES. 


HE Settlement effected by our ‘ Healing Parliament’ 
in the Year of Grace 1660, though accomplished under 
universal acclamations from the four corners of the 
British Dominions, turns out to have been one of the 
mournfulest that ever took place in this land of ours. It 
called and thought itself a Settlement of the brightest hope 
and fulfillment, bright as the blaze of universal tar-barrels 
and bonfires could make it: and we find it now, on looking 
back on it with the insight which trial has yielded, a Settle- 
ment as of despair. Considered well, it was a settlement to 
govern henceforth without God, with only some decent 
Pretence of God. 
Governing by the Christian Law of God had been found 
a thing of battle, convulsion, confusion, an infinitely difficult 
thing : wherefore let us now abandon it, and govern only by 
so much of God’s Christian Law as—as may prove quiet 
and convenient for us. What is the end of Government? 
To guide men in the way wherein they should go; toward 
their true good in this life, the portal of infinite good in a 
life to come? To guide men in such way, and ourselves in 
such way, as the Maker of men, whose eye is upon us, will 
sanction at the Great Dav ?—Or alas, perhaps at bottom zs 
there no Great Day, no sure outlook of any life to come ; 
but only this poor life, and what of taxes, felicities, Nell- 
Gwyns and entertainments we can manage to muster here? 
In that case, the end of Government will be, To suppress all 
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noise and disturbance, whether of Puritan preaching, Cam- 
eronian psalm-singing, thieves’-riot, murder, arson, or what 
noise soever, and—be careful that supplies do not fail! A 
very notable conclusion, if we will think of it; and not 
without an abundance of fruit for us. Oliver Cromwell’s 
body hung on the Tyburn-gallows, as the type of Puritanism 
found futile, inexecutable, execrable,—yes, that gallows-tree 
has been a finger-post into very strange country indeed. 
Let earnest Puritanism die; let decent Formalism, whatso- 
ever cant it be, or grow to, live! We have had a pleasant 
journey in that direction ; and are—arriving at our inn? 

To support the Four Pleas of the Crown, and keep 
Taxes coming in: in very sad seriousness, has not this 
been, ever since, even in the best times, almost the one 
admitted end and aim of Government? Religion, Christian 
Church, Moral Duty ; the fact that man had a soul at all; 
that in man’s life there was any eternal truth or justice at 
all,—has been as good as left quietly out of sight. Church 
indeed, —alas, the endless talk and struggle we have had of 
High-Church, Low-Church, Church-extension, Church-in- 
Danger: we invite the Christian reader to think whether it 
has not been a too miserable screech-owl phantasm of talk 
and struggle, as for a ‘Church,’ which one had rather not 
define at present ! 

But now in these Godless two centuries, looking at 
England and her efforts and doings, if we ask, What of 
England’s doings the Law of Nature had accepted, Nature’s 
King had actually furthered and pronounced to have truth 
in them,—where is our answer? Neither the ‘Church’ of 
Hurd and Warburton, nor the Anti-church of Hume and 
Paine; not in any shape the Spiritualism of England: all 
this is already seen, or beginning to be seen, for what it 
is; a thing that Nature does of own, On the one side is 
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dreary Cant, with a reminiscence of things noble and divine ; 
on the other side is but acrid Candor, with a prophecy of 
things brutal, infernal. Hurd and Warburton are sunk into 
the sere and yellow leaf; no considerable body of true-see- 
ing men looks thitherward for healing: the Paine-and- 
Hume Atheistic theory of ‘things well let alone,’ with 
Liberty, Equality and the like, is also in these days 
declaring itself naught, unable to keep the world from 
taking fire. 

The theories and speculations of both these parties, and 
we may say, of all intermediate parties and persons, prove 
to be things which the Eternal Veracity did not accept ; 
things superficial, ephemeral, which already a near Poster- 
ity, finding them already dead and brown-leafed, is about to 
suppress and forget. The Spiritualism of England, for 
those godless years, is, as it were, all forgettable. Much has 
been written : but the perennial Scriptures of Mankind have 
had small accession: from all English Books, in rhyme or 
prose, in leather binding or in paper wrappage, how many 
verses have been added to these? Our most melodious 
Singers have sung as from the throat outward; froin the 
inner Heart of Man, from the great Heart of Nature, 
through no Pope or Phillips, has there come any tone. The 
Oracles have been dumb. In brief, the Spoken Word of 
England has not been true. The spoken word of England 
turns out to have been trivial; of short endurance; not 
valuable, not available as a Word, except for the passing 
day. It has been accordant with transitory Semblance ; 
discordant with eternal Fact. It has been unfortunately not 
a Word, but a Cant; a helpless involuntary Cant, nay too 
often a cunning voluntary one: either way, a very mournful 
Cant; the Voice not of Nature and Fact, but of something 
other than these. 
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With all its miserable shortcomings, with its wars, con- 
troversies, with its trades-unions, famine-insurrections,—it 
is her Practical Material Work alone that England has to 
show for herself! This, and hitherto almost nothing more ; 
yet actually this. The grim inarticulate veracity of the 
English People, unable to speak its meaning in words, has 
turned itself silently on things; and the dark powers of 
Material Nature have answered, ‘‘ Yes, this at least is true, 
this is not false!’? So answers Nature. ‘‘ Waste desert- 
shrubs of the Tropical swamps have become Cotton-trees ; 
and here, under my furtherance, are verily woven shirts, — 
hanging unsold, undistributed, but capable to be distributed, 
capable to cover the bare backs of my children of men. 
Mountains, old as the Creation, I have permitted to be 
bored through : bituminous fuel-stores, the wreck of forests 
that were green a million years ago,—I have opened them 
from my secret rock-chambers, and they are yours, ye 
English. Your huge fleets, steamships, do sail the sea: 
huge Indias do obey you; from huge Mew Englands and 
Antipodal Australias, comes profit and traffic to this Old 
England of mine!’’ So answers Nature. The Practical 
Labor of England is zof a chimerical Triviality: it is a 
Fact, acknowledged by all the Worlds; which no man and 
no demon will contradict. It is, very audibly, though very 
inarticulately as yet, the one God’s Voice we have heard in 
these two atheistic centuries. 


And now to observe with what bewildering obscurations . 
and impediments all this as yet stands entangled, and is yet 
intelligible to no man! How, with our gross Atheism, we 
hear it not to, be the Voice of God to us, but regard it 
merely as a Voice of earthly Profit-and-Loss. And havea 
Hell in England,—the Hell of not making money. And 
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coldly see the all-conquering valiant Sons of Toil, sit 
enchanted, by the million, in their Poor-Law Bastile, as if 
this were Nature’s Law ;—mumbling to ourselves some 
vague janglement of Laissez-faire, Supply-and-demand, 
Cash-payment the one nexus of man to man: Free-trade, 
Competition, and Devil take the hindmost, our latest 
Gospel yet preached ! 

As if, in truth, there were no God of Labor; as if god- 
like Labor and brutal Mammonism were convertible terms. 
A serious, most earnest Mammonism grown Midas-eared ; 
an unserious Dilettantism, earnest about nothing, grinning 
with inarticulate incredulous incredible jargon about all 
things, as the exchanted Dilettanti do by the Dead Sea! It 
is mournful enough, for the present hour; were there not 
an endless hope in it withal. Giant Lagor, truest emblem 
there is of God the World-Worker, Demiurgus, and Eternal 
Maker; noble Lasor, which is yet to be the King of this 
Earth, and sit on the highest throne,—staggering hitherto 
like a blind irrational giant, hardly allowed to have his 
common place on the street-pavements ; idle Dilettantism, 
Dead Sea Apism, crying out, ‘‘Down with him he is 
dangerous !”’ 

Labor must become a seeing rational giant, with a soul 
in the body of him, and take his place on the throne 
of things,—leaving his Mammonism, and several other 
adjuncts, on the lower steps of said throne. 
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CHAPTERS SVLL 


OVER-PRODUCTION. 


UT what will reflective readers say of a Governing 

Class, such as ours, addressing its Workers with an 

indictment of ‘Over-production!’ Over-production : 
runs it not so? ‘‘Ye miscellaneous, ignoble manufacturing 
individuals, ye have produced too much! We accuse you 
of making above two-hundred thousand shirts for the bare 
backs of mankind. Your trousers, too, which you have 
made, of fustian, of cassimere, of Scotch-plaid, of jean, 
nankeen and woolen broadcloth, are they not manifold? 
Of hats for the human head, of shoes for the human foot, 
of stools to sit on, spoons to eat with—Nay, what say we 
hats or shoes? You produce gold watches, jewelries, 
silver forks and epergnes, commodes, chiffoniers, stuffed 
sofas—Heavens, the Commercial Bazaar and multitudinous 
Howel-and-Jameses cannot contain you. You have pro- 
duced, produced ;—he that seeks your indictment let him 
look around. Millions of shirts, and empty pairs of breeches, 
hang there in judgment against you. We accuse you of 
over-producing: you are criminally guilty of producing 
shirts, breeches, hats, shoes and commodities, in a frightful 
over-abundance. And now there is a glut, and your 
operatives cannot be fed !’’ 

Never, surely, against an earnest Working Mammonism 
was there brought, by Game-preserving aristocratic Dilet- 
tantism, a stranger accusation, since this world began. My 
lords and gentlemen,—why, it was you that were appointed, 
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by the fact and by the theory of your position on the Earth, 
to ‘make and administer Laws,’ that is to say, in a world 
such as ours, to guard against ‘gluts ;’ against honest oper- 
atives, who had done their work, remaining unfed! I say, 
you were appointed to preside over the Distribution and 
Apportionment of the Wages of Work done; and to see 
well that there went no laborer without his hire, were it of 
money-coins, were it of hemp gallows-ropes: that function 
was yours, and from immemorial time has been; yours, and 
as yet no other’s. These poor shirt-spinners have forgotten 
much, which by the virtual unwritten law of their position 
they should have remembered: but by any written recog- 
nized law of their position, what have they forgotten? They 
were set to make shirts. The Community with all its voices 
commanded them, saying, ‘‘ Make shirts ;’’—and there the 
shirts are! Too many shirts? Well, that is a novelty, in 
this intemperate Earth, with its nine-hundred millions of 
bare backs! But the Community commanded you, saying, 
‘See that the shirts are well apportioned, that our Human 
Laws be emblem of God’s Laws;’’—and where is the 
apportionment? Two million shirtless or ill-shirted work- 
ers sit enchanted in Workhouse Bastiles, five million more 
(according to some) in Ugolino Hunger-cellars; and for 
remedy, you say,—what say you?—‘Raise our rents!”’ I 
have not in my time heard any stranger speech, not even 
on the Shores of the Dead Sea. You continue addressing 
these poor shirt-spinners and over-producers, in really a 400 
triumphant manner : 

‘Will you bandy accusations, will you accuse us of 
over-production? We take the Heavens and the Earth to 
witness that we have produced nothing at all. Not from 
us proceeds this frightful overplus of shirts. In the wide 
domains of created Nature, circulates no shirt or thing of 
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our producing. Certain fox-brushes nailed upon our stable- 
door, the fruit of fair audacity at Melton Mowbray ; these 
we have produced, and they are openly nailed up there. 
He that accuses us of producing, let him show himself, let 
him name what and when. We are innocent of producing ; 
—ye ungrateful, what mountains of things have we not, on 
the contrary, had to ‘consume,’ and make away with! 
Mountains of those your heaped manufactures, whereso- 
ever edible or wearable, have they not disappeared before 
us, as if we had the talent of ostriches, of cormorants, and 
a kind of divine faculty to eat? Ye ungrateful !—and did 
you not grow under the shadow of our wings? Are not 
your filthy mills built on these fields of ours ; on this soil of 
England, which belongs to—whom, think you? And we 
shall not offer you our own wheat at the price that pleases 
us, but that partly pleases you? A precious notion! 
What would become of you, if we chose, at any time, to 
decide on growing no wheat more ?”’ 

Yes, truly, feve is the ultimate rock-basis of all Corn- 
Laws ; whereon, at the bottom of much arguing, they rest, 
as securely as they can: What would become of you, if we 
decided, some day, on growing no more wheat at all? If 
we chose to grow only partridges henceforth, and a modi- 
cum of wheat for our own uses? Cannot we do what we 
like with our own?—Yes, indeed! For my share, if I 
could melt Gneiss Rock, and create Law of Gravitation; if 
I could stride out to the Doggerbank, some morning, and 
striking down my trident there into the mud-waves, say, 
- ‘*Be land, be fields, meadows, mountains, and fresh-rolling 
streams !’’ by Heaven, I should incline to have the letting 
of ¢hat land in perpetuity, and sell the wheat of it, or burn 
the wheat of it, according to my own good judgment ! My 
Corn-Lawing friends, you affright me. 
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To the ‘Mill-ocracy’ so-called, to the Working Aris- 
tocracy, steeped too deep in mere ignoble Mammonism, and 
as yet all unconscious of its noble destinies, as yet but an 
irrational or semi-rational giant, struggling to awake some 
soul in itself,—the world will have much to say, reproach- 
fully, reprovingly, admonishingly. But to the Idle Aristoc- 
racy, what will the world have to say? Things painful and 
not pleasant ! 

To the man who works, who attempts, in never so 
ungracious barbarous a way, to get forward with some 
work, you will hasten out with furtherances, with encourage- 
ments, corrections ; you will say to him: ‘‘ Welcome; thou 
art ours; our care shall be of thee.’’ To the Idler, again, 
never so gracefully going idle, coming forward with never 
so many parchments, you will not hasten out; you will sit 
still, and be disinclined to rise. You will say to him: 
‘“Not welcome, O complex Anomaly ; would thou hadst 
stayed out of doors: for who of mortals knows what to do 
with thee? Thy parchments: yes, they are old, of venerable 
yellowness ; and we too honor parchment, old-established 
settlements, and venerable use and wont. Old parchments 
in very truth :—yet on the whole, if thou wilt remark, they 
are young to the Granite Rocks, to the Groundplan of 
God’s Universe! We advise thee to put up thy parch- 
ments; to go home to thy place, and make no needless 
noise whatever. Our heart’s wish is to save thee: yet there 
as thou art, hapless Anomaly, with nothing but thy yellow 
parchments, noisy futilities, and shotbelts and fox-brushes, 
who of gods or men can avert dark Fate? Be counseled, 
ascertain if no work exist for thee on God’s Earth ; if thou 
find no commanded-duty there but that of going gracefully 
idle? Ask, inquire earnestly, with a half-frantic earnest- 
ness ; for the answer means Existence or Annihilation to 
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thee. We apprise thee of the world-old fact, becoming 
sternly disclosed again in these days, That he who cannot 
work in this Universe cannot get existed in it: had he 
parchments to thatch the face of the world, these, combus- 
tible fallible sheepskin, cannot avail him. Home, thou 
unfortunate ; and let us have at least no noise from thee !”’ 

Suppose the unfortunate Idle Aristocracy, as the unfor- 
tunate Working one has done, were to ‘retire three days to 
its bed,’ and consider itself there, what o’clock it had 
become ?— 

How have we to regret not only that men have ‘no 
religion,’ but that they have next to no reflection; and 
go about with heads full of mere extraneous noises, 
with eyes wide-open but visionless,—for most part, in the 
somnambulist state ! 


CHAPTER VIIL 


UNWORKING ARISTOCRACY, 


T is well said, ‘ Land is the right basis of an Aristocracy ;’ 

| whoever possesses the Land, he, more emphatically 

than any other, is the Governor, Viceking of the people 

on the Land. It is in these days as it was in those of 

Henry Plantagenet and Abbot Samson ; as it will in all days 

be. The Land is Mother of us all; nourishes, shelters, 

gladdens, lovingly enriches us all ; in how many ways, from 

our first wakening to our last sleep on her blessed mother- 

bosom, does she, as with blessed mother-arms, enfold us 
all! 

The Hill I first saw the Sun rise over, when the Sun and 

I and all things were yet in their auroral hour, who can 
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divorce me from it? Mystic, deep as the world’s center, 
are the roots I have struck into my Native Soil; no tree 
that grows is rooted so. From noblest Patriotism to 
humblest industrial Mechanism; from highest dying for 
your country, to lowest quarrying and coal-boring for it, a 
Nation’s Life depends uponits Land. Again and again we 
have to say, there can be no true Aristocracy but must 
possess the Land. 

Men talk of ‘selling’ Land. Land, it is true, like Epic 
Poems and even higher things, in such a trading world, has 
to be presented in the market for what it will bring, and as 
we say be ‘sold:’ but the notion of ‘selling,’ for certain 
bits of metal, the /zad of Homer, how much more the 
Land of the World-Creator, is a ridiculous impossibility ! 
We buy what is salable of it ; nothing more was ever buy- 
able. Who can, or could, sell it tous? Properly speak- 
ing, the Land belongs to these two : To the Almighty God ; 
and to all His Children of Men that have ever worked well 
on it, or that shall ever work well on it. No generation of 
men can or could, with never such solemnity and effort, sell 
Land on any other principle: it is not the property of any 
generation, we say, but that of all the past generations that 
have worked on it, and of all the future ones that shall 
work on it. 

Again, we hear it said, The soil of England, or of any 
country, is properly worth nothing, except ‘the labor 
bestowed on it.’ This, speaking even in the language of 
Eastcheap, is not correct. The rudest space of country 
equal in extent to England, could a whole English Nation, 
with all their habitudes, arrangements, skills, with whatso- 
ever they do carry within the skins of them, and cannot be 
stript of, suddenly take wing, and alight on it,—would be 
worth a very considerable thing! Swiftly, within year and 
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day, this English Nation, with its multiplex talents of 
ploughing, spinning, hammering, mining, road-making and 
trafficking, would bring a handsome value out of such a 
space of country. On the other hand, fancy what an 
English Nation, once ‘on the wing,’ could have done with 
itself, had there been simply no soil, not even an inarable 
one, to alight on? Vain all its talents for ploughing, ham- 
mering, and whatever else; there is no Earth-room for this 
Nation with its talents: this Nation will have to keep hover- 
ing on the wing, dolefully shrieking to and fro; and perish 
piecemeal ; burying itself, down to the last soul of it, in the 
waste unfirmamented seas. Ah yes, soil, with or without 
ploughing, is the gift of God. The soil of all countries 
belongs evermore, in a very considerable degree, to the 
Almighty Maker! The last stroke of labor bestowed on it 
is not the making of its value, but only the increasing 
thereof. 

It is very strange, the degree to which these truisms are 
forgotten in our days; how, in the ever-whirling chaos of 
Formulas, we have quietly lost sight of Fact,—which it is 
so perilous not to keep for ever in sight. Fact, if we do 
not see it, will make us /ee/ it by and by!—From much 
loud controversy and Corn-Law debating there rises, loud 
though inarticulate, once more in these years, this very 
question among others, Who made the Land of England? 
Who made it, this respectable English Land, wheat-grow- 
ing, metalliferous, carboniferous, which will let readily hand 
over head for seventy millions or upward, as it here lies: 
who did make it?—‘‘We!”’ answer the much-consuming 
Aristocracy ; ‘‘We!’’ as they ride in, moist with the sweat 
of Melton Mowbray: ‘“‘It is we that made it; or are the 
heirs, assigns and representatives of those who did !’?—My 
brothers, You? Everlasting honor to you, then; and Corn- 
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Laws as many as you will, till your own deep stomachs cry 
Enough, or some voice of human pity for our famine bids 
you Hold! Ye are as gods, that can create soil. Soil- 
creating gods there is no withstanding. They have the 
right to sell wheat at what price they list ; and the right, to 
all lengths, and famine-lengths,—if they be pitiless infernal 
gods! Celestial gods, I think, would stop short of the 
famine-price ; but no infernal nor any kind of god can be 
bidden stop !— —lInfatuated mortals, into what questions 
are you driving every thinking man in England! 

I say, you did mot make the Land of England; and, by 
the possession of it, you ave bound to furnish guidance and 
governance to England! That is the law of your position 
on this God’s-Earth ; an everlasting act of Heaven’s Par- 
liament, not repealable in St. Stephen’s or elsewhere! True 
government and guidance; not no-government and Laissez- 
faire; how much less, mzsgovernment and Corn-Law ! 
There is not an imprisoned Worker looking out from 
these Bastiles but appeals, very audibly in Heaven’s High 
Courts, against you, and me, and every one who is not 
imprisoned, ‘‘ Why am I here?’ His appeal is audible in 
Heaven ; and will become audible enough on Earth too, 
if it remain unheeded here. His appeal is against you, 
foremost of all; you stand in the front rank of the accused; 
you, by the very place you hold, have first of all to answer 
him and Heaven ! 


What looks maddest, miserablest in these mad and 
miserable Corn-Laws is independent altogether of their 
‘effect on wages,’ their effect on ‘increase of trade,’ or 
any other such effect: it is the continual maddening proof 
they protrude into the faces of all men, that our Govern- 
ing Class, called by God and Nature and the inflexible law 
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of Fact, either to do something toward governing, or to 
die and be abolished,—have not yet learned even to sit 
still, and do no mischief! For no Anti-Corn-Law League 
yet asks more of them than this ;—Nature and Fact, very 
imperatively, asking so much more of them. Anti-Corn- 
Law League asks not, Do something; but, Cease your 
destructive misdoing, Do ye nothing ! . 

Nature’s message will have itself obeyed: messages of 
mere Free-Trade, Anti-Corn-Law League and Laissez-faire, 
will then need small obeying !—Ye fools, in the name of 
Heaven, work, work, at the Ark of Deliverance for your- 
selves and us, while hours are still granted you! No: 
instead of working at the Ark, they say, ‘‘ We cannot get 
our hands kept rightly warm ;’ and szt obstinately burning 
the planks. No madder spectacle at present exhibits itself 
under this Sun. 


The Working Aristocracy ; Mill-owners, Manufacturers, 
Commanders of Working Men: alas, against them also 
much shall be brought in accusation; much,—and_ the 
freest Trade in Corn, total abolition of Tariffs, and utter- 
most ‘Increase of Manufactures’ and ‘ Prosperity of Com- 
merce,’ will permanently mend no jot of it. The Working 
Aristocracy must strike into a new path; must understand 
that money alone is zof the representative either of man’s 
success in the world, or of man’s duties to man; and reform 
their own selves from top to bottom, if they wish England 
reformed. England will not be habitable long unreformed. 

The Working Aristocracy—Yes, but on the threshold 
of all this, it is again and again to be asked, What of the 
Idle Aristocracy? Again and again, What shall we say of 
the Idle Aristocracy, the Owners of the Soil of England ; 
whose recognized function is that of handsomely consuming 
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the rents of England, shooting the partridges of England, 
and as an agreeable amusement (if the purchase-money and 
other conveniences serve), dilettante-ing in Parliament and 
Quarter-Sessions for England? We will say mournfully, 
in the presence of Heaven and Earth,—that we stand 
speechless, stupent, and know not what to say! That a 
class of men entitled to live sumptuously on the marrow 
of the earth; permitted simply, nay entreated, and as yet 
entreated in vain, to do nothing at all in return, was never 
heretofore seen on the face of this Planet. That such a 
class is transitory, exceptional, and, unless Nature’s Laws 
fall dead, cannot continue. That it has continued now a 
moderate while ; has, for the last fifty years, been rapidly 
attaining its state of perfection. That it will have to find 
its duties and do them; or else that it must and will cease 
to be seen on the face of this Planet, which is a Working 
one, not an Idle one. 

Alas, alas, the Working Aristocracy, admonished by 
Trades-unions, Chartist conflagrations, above all by their 
own shrewd sense kept in perpetual communion with the 
fact of things, will assuredly reform themselves, and a 
working world will still be possible :—but the fate of the 
Idle Aristocracy, as one reads its horoscope hitherto in 
Corn-Laws and such like, is an abyss that fills one with 
despair. Yes, my rosy fox-hunting brothers, a terrible 
Hippocratic look reveals itself (God knows, not to my 
joy) through those fresh buxom countenances of yours. 
Through your Corn-Law Majorities, Sliding-Scales, Pro- 
tecting-Duties, Bribery-Elections and triumphant Kentish- 
fire, a thinking eye discerns ghastly images of ruin, too 
ghastly for words; a handwriting as of MENE, MENE. 
Men and brothers, on your Sliding-scale you seem sliding, 
and to have slid,—you little know whither! Good God! 
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did not a French Donothing Aristocracy, hardly apove 
half a century ago, declare in like manner, and in its feath- 
erhead believe in like manner, ‘‘We cannot exist, and 
continue to dress and parade ourselves, on the just rent of 
the soil of France; but we must have farther payment than 
rent of the soil, we must be exempted from taxes too,’’—we 
must have a Corn-Law to extend our rent? This was in 
1789: in four years more—Did you look into the Tanneries 
of Meudon, and the long-naked making for themselves 
breeches of human skins! May the merciful Heavens 
avert the omen; may we be wiser, that so we be less 
wretched. 


A High Class without duties to do is like a tree planted 
on precipices; from the roots of which all the earth has 
been crumbling. Nature owns no man who is not a Martyr 
withal. Is there a man who pretends to live luxuriously 
housed up; screened from all work, from want, danger, 
hardships, the victory over which is what we name work ;— 
he himself to sit serene, amid down-bolsters and appliances, 
and have all his work and battling done by other men? 
and such man calls himself a od/e-man? His fathers 
worked for him, he says; or successfully gambled for him : 
here he sits; professes, not in sorrow but in pride, that he 
and his have done no work, time out of mind. It is the 
law of the land, and is thought to be the law of the Uni- 
verse, that he, alone of recorded men, shall have no task 
laid on him, except that of eating his cooked victuals, and 
not flinging himself out of window. Once more I will say, 
there was no stranger spectacle ever shown under this Sun. 
A veritable fact in our England of the Nineteenth Century. 
His victuals he does eat; but as for keeping in the inside 
of the window,—have not his friends, like me, enough to 
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do? Truly, looking at his Corn-Laws, Game Laws, Chan- 
dos-Clauses, Bribery-Elections and much else, you do shud- 
der over the tumbling and plunging he makes, held back 
by the lapels and coat-skirts; only a thin fence of win- 
dow-glass before him,—and in the street mere horrid iron 
spikes! My sick brother, as in hospital-maladies men do, 
thou dreamest of Paradises and Eldorados, which are far 
from thee. ‘Cannot I do what I like with my own?’ 
Gracious Heaven, my brother, this that thou seest with 
those sick eyes is no firm Eldorado, and Corn-Law Para- 
dise of Donothings, but a dream of thy own fevered brain. 
It is a glass-window, I tell thee, so many stories from the 
street ; where are iron spikes and the law of gravitation ! 
What is the meaning of nobleness, if this be ‘noble?’ 
In a valiant suffering for others, not in a slothful making 
others suffer for us, did nobleness ever lie. The chief of 
mtn is he who stands in the van of men; fronting the peril 
which frightens back all others; which, if it be not van- 
quished, will devour the others. Every noble crown is, 
and on Earth will forever be, a crown of thorns. The 
Pagan Hercules, why was he accounted a hero? Because 
he had slain Nemean Lions, cleansed Augean Stables, 
undergone Twelve Labors only not too heavy for a god. 
In modern, as in ancient and all societies, the Aristocracy, 
they that assume the functions of an Aristocracy, doing 
them or not, have taken the post of honor; which is the 
post of difficulty, the post of danger,—of death, if the 
difficulty be not overcome. J faut payer de sa vie. Why 
was our life given us, if not that we should manfully give 
it? Descend, O Donothing Pomp: quit thy down-cush- 
ions ; expose thyself to learn what wretches feel, and how 
to cure it! The Czar of Russia became a dusty toiling 
shipwright ; worked with his axe in the Docks of Saardam ; 
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and his aim was small to thine. Descend thou: undertake 
this horrid ‘living chaos of Ignorance and Hunger’ wel- 
tering round thy feet ; say, ‘‘I will heal it, or behold I will 
die foremost in it.’’? Such is verily the law. Everywhere 
and everywhen a man has to ‘fay with his life ; to do his 
work, as a soldier does, at the expense of life. In no Pie- 
powder earthly Court can you sue an Aristocracy to do its 
work, at this moment: but in the Higher Court, which 
even 7¢ calls ‘Court of Honor,’ and which is the Court of 
Necessity withal, and the eternal Court of the Universe, in 
which all Facts comes to plead, and every Human Soul is 
an apparitor,—the Aristocracy is answerable, and even now 
answering, there. 


Parchments? Parchments are venerable: but they 
ought at all times to represent, as near as they by possi- 
bility can, the writing of the Adamant Tablets ; otherwise 
they are not so venerable! Benedict the Jew in vain 
pleaded parchments ; his usuries were too many. The 
King said, ‘‘Go to, for all thy parchments, thou shalt pay 
just debt ; down with thy dust, or observe this tooth-for- 


ceps!’ Nature, a far juster Sovereign, has far terribler 
forceps! Aristocracies, actual and imaginary, reach a 
time when parchment pleading does not avail them. ‘‘Go 


to, for all thy parchments, thou shalt pay due debt!’ 
shouts the Universe to them, in an emphatic manner. 
They refuse to pay, confidently pleading parchment : their 
best grinder-tooth, with horrible agony, goes out of their 
jaw. Wilt thou pay now? A second grinder, again in 
horrible agony, goes: a third, and if need be, all the teeth 
and grinders, and the life itself with them ;—and ¢hen there 
is free payment, and an anatomist subject into the bargain ! 

Reform Bills, Corn-Law Abrogation Bills, and then 
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Land-Tax Bill, Property-Tax Bill, and still dimmer list of 
etceteras ; grinder after grinder :—my lords and gentlemen, 
it were better for you to arise, and begin doing your work, 
than sit there and plead parchments ! 

We write no chapter on the Corn-Laws, in this place ; 
the Corn-Laws are too mad to have a Chapter. There is 
a certain immorality, when there is not a necessity, in 
speaking about things finished; in chopping into small 
pieces the already slashed and slain. When the brains 
are out, why does not a Solecism die! It is at its own 
peril if it refuse to die; it ought to make all conceivable 
haste to die, and get itself buried ! The trade of Anti-Corn- 
Law Lecturer in these days, still an indispensable, is a 
highly tragic one. 

The Corn-Laws will go, and even soon go: would we 
were all as sure of the Millennium as they are of going ! 
They go swiftly in these present months ; with an increase 
of velocity, an ever-deepening, ever-widening sweep of 
momentum, truly notable. It is at the Aristocracy’s own 
damage and peril, still more than at any other’s whatso- 
ever, that the Aristocracy maintains them ;—at a damage, 
say only, as above computed, of a ‘hundred thousand 
pounds an hour!’ The Corn-Laws keep all the air hot- 
fostered by their fever-warmth, much that is evil, but much 
also, how much that is good and indispensable, is rapidly 
coming to life among us! 
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CHAPTER IX. 


WORKING ARISTOCRACY. 


POOR Working Mammonism getting itself ‘strangled 

in the partridge-nets of an Unworking Dilettantism,’ 

and bellowing dreadfully, and already black in the 
face, is surely a disastrous spectacle! But of a Midas-eared 
Mammonism, which indeed at bottom all pure Mammon- 
isms are, what better can you expect? No better ;—if not 
this, then something other equally disastrous, if not still 
more disastrous. Mammonisms, grown asinine, have to 
become human again, and rational; they have, on the 
whole, to cease to be Mammonisms, were it even on com- 
pulsion, and pressure of the hemp round their neck !—My 
friends of the Working Aristocracy, there are now a great 
many things which you also, in your extreme need, will 
have to consider. 


The Continental people, it would seem, are ‘exporting 
‘our machinery, beginning to spin cotton and manufacture 
‘for themselves, to cut us out of this market and then out 
‘of that! Sad news indeed; but irremediable ;—by no 
means the saddest news. The saddest news is, that we 
should find our National Existence, as I sometimes hear it 
said, depend on selling manufactured cotton at a farthing an 
ell cheaper than any other People. A most narrow stand 
for a great Nation to base itself on! A stand which, with 
all the Corn-law Abrogations conceivable, I do not think 
will be capable of enduring. 


THE MODERN WORKER. IOI 


My friends, suppose we quitted that stand; suppose we 
came honestly down from it, and said: ‘‘This is our 
minimum of cotton-prices. We care not, for the present, to 
make cotton any cheaper. Do you, if it seem so blessed to 
you, make cotton cheaper. Fill your lungs with cotton-fuz, 
your hearts with copperas-fumes, with rage and mutiny ; 
become ye the general gnomes of Europe, slaves of the 
lamp !’—I admire a Nation which fancies it will die if it do 
not undersell all other Nations, to the end of the world. 
Brothers, we will cease to undersell them; we will be 
content to eguwal-sell them; to be happy selling equally 
with them! I do not see the use of underselling them. 
Cotton-cloth is already two-pence a yard or lower ; and yet 
bare backs were never more numerous among us. Let 
inventive men cease to spend their existence incessantly 
contriving how cotton can be made cheaper; and try to 
invent, a little, how cotton at its present cheapness could be 
somewhat justlier divided among us. Let inventive men 
consider, Whether the Secret of this Universe, and of Man’s 
Life there, does, after all, as we rashly fancy it, consist in 
making money? There is One God, just, supreme, almighty : 
but is Mammon the name of him?—With a Hell which 
means ‘Failing to make money,’ I do not think there is 
any Heaven possible that would suit one well; nor so 
much as an Earth that can be habitable long! In brief, all 
this Mammon-Gospel, of Supply-and-demand, Competition, 
Laissez-faire, and Devil take the hindmost, begins to be 
one of the shabbiest Gospels ever preached ; or altogether 
the shabbiest. Even with Dilettante partridge-nets, and at 
a horrible expenditure of pain, who shall regret to see the 
entirely transient, and at best somewhat despicable life 
strangled out of it? At the best, as we say, a somewhat 
despicable, unvenerable thing, this same ‘Laissez-faire 7 and 
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now, at the worst, fast growing an altogether detestable 
one ! 

‘But what is to be done with our manufacturing 
population, with our agricultural, with our ever-increasing 
population ?”’ cry many.—Aye, what? Many things can be 
done with them, a hundred things, and a thousand things, 
—had we once got a soul and begun to try. This one 
thing, of doing for them by ‘underselling all people,’ and 
filling our own bursten pockets and appetites by the road ; 
and turning over all care for any ‘population,’ or human or 
divine consideration except cash only, to the winds, with a 
‘‘ Laissez-faire’’ and the rest of it: this is evidently not the 
thing. Farthing cheaper per yard? No great Nation can 
stand on the apex of such a pyramid; screwing itself 
higher and higher ; balancing itself on its great-toe! Can 
England not subsist without being adove all people in 
working? England never deliberately purposed such a 
thing. If England work better than all people, it shall be 
well, England, like an honest worker, will work as well as 
she can; and hope the gods may allow her to live on that 
basis. Laissez-faire and much else being once well dead, 
how many ‘impossibles’ will become possible! They are 
impossible, as cotton-cloth at two-pence an ell was—till 
men set about making it. The inventive genius of great 
England will not forever sit patient with mere wheels and 
pinions, bobbins, straps and billy-rollers whirring in the 
head of it. The inventive genius of England is not a 
Beaver’s, or a Spinner’s or Spider’s genius: it is a Man's 
genius, I hope, with a God over him ! 

Laissez-faire, Supply-and-demand,—one begins to be 
weary of all that. Leave all to egoism, to ravenous greed 
of money, of pleasure, of applause ;—it is the. Gospel of 
Despair! Man zs a Patent-Digester, then: only give him 
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Free Trade, Free digesting room ; and each of us digest 
what he can come at, leaving the rest to Fate! My 
unhappy brethren of the Working Mammonism, my 
unhappy brethren of the Idle Dilettantism, no world was 
ever held together in that way for long. A world of mere 
Patent-Digesters will soon have nothing to digest; such 
world ends, and by Law of Nature must end, in ‘over- 
population ;? in howling universal famine, ‘impossibility,’ 
and suicidal madness, as of endless dog-kennels run rabid. 
Supply-and-demand shall do its full part, and Free Trade 
shall be free as air; thou of the shotbelts, see thou forbid it 
not, with those paltry, worse than Mammonish swindleries 
and Sliding-scales of thine, which are seen to be swindleries 
for all thy canting, which in times like ours are very 
scandalous to see! And trade never so well freed, and all 
Tariffs settled or abolished, and Supply-and-demand in full 
operation, —let us all know that we have yet done nothing ; 
that we have merely cleared the ground for doing. 

Yes, were the Corn-Laws ended to-morrow, there is 
nothing yet ended; there is only room made for all manner 
of things beginning. The Corn-Laws gone, and Trade 
made free, it is as good as certain this paralysis of industry 
will pass away. We shall have another period of commer- 
cial enterprise, of victory and prosperity ; during which, it 
is likely, much. money will again be made, and all the 
people may, by the extant methods, still for a space of 
years, be kept alive and physically fed. The strangling 
band of Famine will be loosened from our necks ; we shall 
have room again to breathe ; time to bethink ourselves, to 
repent and consider! A precious and thrice-precious space 
of years; wherein to struggle as for life in reforming our 
foul ways ; in alleviating, instructing, regulating our people ; 
seeking as for life, that something like spiritual food be 
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imparted them, some real governance and guidance be 
provided them! It will bea priceless time. For our new 
period or paroxysm of commercial prosperity will and can, 
on the old methods of ‘Competition and Devil take the 
hindmost,’ prove but a paroxysm: a new paroxysm,— 
likely enough, if we do not use it better, to be our /as¢. In 
this, of itself, is no salvation. If our Trade in twenty years’ 
‘flourishing’ as never Trade flourished, could double 
itself; yet then also, by the old Laissez-faire method, our 
Population is doubled: we shall then be as we are, only 
twice as many of us, twice and ten times as unmanageable ! 


All this dire misery, therefore ; all this of our poor 
Workhouse Workmen, of our Chartisms, Trades-strikes, 
Corn-Laws, Toryisms, and the general downbreak of 
Laissez-faire in these days,—may we not regard it as a 
voice from the dumb bosom of Nature, saying to us: 
‘‘Behold ! Supply-and-demand is not the one Law of 
Nature ; Cash-payment is not the sole nexus of man with 
man,—how far from it! Deep, far deeper than Supply- 
and-demand, are Laws, Obligations sacred as Man’s Life 
itself: these also, if you will continue to do work, you shall 
now learn and obey. He that will learn them, behold 
Nature is on his side, he shall yet work and prosper with 
noble rewards. He that will not learn them, Nature is 
against him, he shall not be able to do work in Nature’s 
empire,—not in hers. Perpetual mutiny, contention, hatred, 
isolation, execration shall wait on his footsteps, till all men 
discern that the thing which he attains, however golden it 
look or be, is not success, but the want of success.’’ 

Supply-and-demand,—alas !_ For what noble work was 
there ever yet any audible ‘demand’ in that poor sense? 
The man of Macedonia, speaking in vision to an Apostle 
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Paul, ‘‘ Come over and help us,’’ did not specify what rate 
of wages he would give! Or was the Christian Religion 
itself accomplished by Prize-Essays, Bridgewater Bequests, 
and a ‘minimum of Four thousand five hundred a year?’ 
No demand that I heard of was made then, audible in any 
Labor-market, Manchester Chamber of Commerce, or other 
the like emporium and hiring establishment ; silent were all 
these from any whisper of such demand ;—powerless were 
all these to ‘supply’ it, had the demand been in thunder 
and earthquake, with gold Eldorados and Mahometan 
Paradises for the reward. Ah me, into what waste latitudes, 
in this Time-Voyage, have we wandered ; like adventurous 
Sindbads ;—where the men go about as if by galvanism, 
with meaningless glaring eyes, and have no soul, but only a 
beaver-faculty and stomach! The haggard despair of 
Cotton-factory, Coal-mine operatives, Chandos Farm- 
laborers, in these days, is painful to behold; but not so 
painful, hideous to the inner sense, as that brutish god- 
forgetting Profit-and-Loss Philosophy, and Life-theory, 
which we hear jangled on all hands of us, in senate-houses, 
spouting-clubs, leading-articles, pulpits and_ platforms, 
everywhere, as the Ultimate Gospel and candid Plain- 
English of Man’s Life, from the throats and pens and 
thoughts of all but all men !— 

Enlightened Philosophies, like Moliére Doctors, will tell 
you: ‘‘Enthusiasms, Self-sacrifice, Heaven, Hell and such 
like: yes, all that was true enough for old stupid times ; all 
that used to be true: but we have changed all that, zous 
avons changé tout cela/’’ Well; if the heart be got round 
now into the right side, and the liver to the left; if man 
have no heroism in him deeper than a wish to eat, and in 
his soul there dwell now no Infinite of Hope and Awe, and 
no divine Silence can become imperative because it is not 
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Sinai Thunder, and no tie will bind if it be not that of 
Tyburn gallows-ropes,—then verily you have changed all 
that; and for it, and for you, and for me, behold the Abyss 
and nameless Annihilation is ready. So scandalous a 
beggarly Universe deserves indeed nothing else; I cannot 
say I would save it from annihilation. Vacuum, and the 
serene Blue, will be much handsomer ; easier too for all of 
us. I, for one, decline living as a Patent-Digester. Patent- 
Digester, Spinning-Mule, Mayfair Clothes-Horse: many 
thanks, but your Chaosships will have the goodness to 
excuse me! 


CHAPTER X. 
PLUGSON OF UNDERSHOT. 


NE thing I do know: Never, on this Earth was the 
relation of man to man long carried on by Cash- 
payment alone. If, at any time, a philosophy of 

Laissez-faire, Competition and Supply-and-demand, start 
up as the exponent of human relations, expect that it will 
soon end. 

Such philosophies will arise: for man’s philosophies are 
usually the ‘supplement of his practice ;’ some ornamental 
Logic-varnish, some outer skin of Articulate Intelligence, 
with which he strives to render his dumb Instinctive doings 
presentable when they are done. Such philosophies will 
arise; be preached as Mammon-Gospels, the ultimate 
Evangel of the World; be believed, with what is called 
belief, with much superficial bluster, and a kind of shallow 
satisfaction real in its way :—but they are ominous gospels ! 
They are the sure, and even swift forerunner of great 
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changes. Expect that the old System of Society is done, 
is dying and falling into dotage, when it begins to rave in 
that fashion. Most Systems that I have watched the 
death of, for the last three thousand years, have gone just 
so. The Ideal, the True and Noble that was in them 
having faded out, and nothing now remaining but naked 
Egoism, vulturous Greediness, they cannot live; they are 
bound and inexorably ordained by the oldest Destinies, 
Mothers of the Universe, to die. Curious enough; they 
thereupon, as I have pretty generally noticed, devise some 
light comfortable kind of ‘wine-and-walnuts philosophy’ 
for themselves, this of Supply-and-demand or another ; and 
keep saying, during hours of mastication and rumination, 
which they call hours of meditation : ‘‘Soul, take thy ease, 
it is all wed/ that thou art a vulture-soul ;’’—and pangs of 
dissolution come upon them, oftenest before they are 
aware ! 

Cash-payment never was, or could except for a few 
years be, the union-bond of man to man. Cash never yet 
paid one man fully his deserts to another ; nor could it, nor 
can it, now or henceforth to the end of the world. I invite 
his Grace of Castle Rack-rent to reflect on this,—does he 
think that a Land Aristocracy when it becomes a Land 
Auctioneership can have long to live? Or that Sliding- 
scales will increase the vital stamina of it?—The indomit- 
able Plugson too, of the respected Firm of Plugson, Hunks 
and Company, in St. Dolly Undershot, is invited to reflect 
on this; for to him also it will be new, perhaps even newer. 
Bookkeeping by double entry is admirable, and records 
several things in an exact manner. But the Mother- 
Destinies also keep their Tablets; in Heaven’s Chancery 
also there goes on a recording ; and things, as my Moslem 
friends say, are ‘written on the iron-leaf.’ 
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Your Grace and Plugson, it is like, go to Church occa- 
sionally : did you never in vacant moments, with perhaps 
a dull parson droning to you, glance into your New 
Testament, and the cash-account stated four times over, 
by a kind of quadruple entry,—in the Four Gospels there? 
I consider that a cash account, and balance-statement of 
work done and wages paid, worth attending to. Precisely 
such, though on a smaller scale, go on at all moments 
under this Sun; and the statement and balance of them 
in the Plugson Ledgers and on the Tablets of Heaven’s 
Chancery are discrepant exceedingly ;—which ought really 
to teach, and to have long since taught, an indomitable 
common-sense Plugson of Undershot, much more an unat- 
tackable w2common-sense Grace of Rackrent, a thing or 
two !—In brief, we shall have to dismiss the Cash-Gospel 
rigorously into its own place: we shall have to know, on 
the threshold, that either there is some infinitely deeper 
Gospel, subsidiary, explanatory and daily and hourly 
corrective, to the Cash one; or else that the Cash one 
itself and all others are fast traveling ! 


For all human things do require to have an Ideal in 
them ; to have some Soul in them, as we said, were it only 
to keep the Body unputrefied. And wonderful it is to see 
how the Ideal or Soul, place it in what ugliest Body you 
may, will irradiate said Body with its own nobleness ; will 
gradually, incessantly, mold, modify new-form or reform 
said ugliest Body, and make it at last beautiful, and to a 
certain degree divine! O, if you could dethrone that 
Brute-god Mammon, and put a Spirit-god in his place! 
One way or other, he must and will have to be dethroned. 

Fighting, for example, as I often say to myself, Fight- 
ing with steel murder-tools is surely a much uglier opera- 
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tion than Working, take it how you will. Yet even of 
Fighting, in religious Abbot Samson’s days, see what a 
Feudalism there had grown,—a ‘glorious Chivalry,’ much 
besung down to the present day. Was not that one of 
the ‘impossiblest’ things? Under the sky is no uglier 
spectacle than two men with clenched teeth, and hellfire 
eyes, hacking one another’s flesh; converting precious 
living bodies, and priceless living souls, into nameless 
masses of putrescence, useful only for turnip-manure. 
How did a Chivalry ever come out of that ; how anything 
that was not hideous, scandalous, infernal? It will be a 
question worth considering by and by. 

I remark, for the present, only two things: first, that 
the Fighting itself was not, as we rashly suppose it, a 
Fighting without cause, but more or less with cause. Man 
is created to fight; he is perhaps best of all definable as a 
born-soldier ; his life ‘a battle and a march,’ under the 
right General. It is forever indispensable for a man to 
fight; now with Necessity, with Barrenness, Scarcity, with 
Puddles, Bogs, tangled Forests, unkempt Cotton ;—now 
also with the hallucinations of his poor fellow Men. 
Hallucinatory visions rise in the head of my poor fellow 
man; make him claim over me rights which are not his. 
All Fighting, as we noticed long ago, is the dusty conflict 
of strengths, each thinking itself the strongest, or, in other 
words, the justest ;—of Mights which do in the long-run, 
and forever will in this just Universe in the long-run, mean 
Rights. In conflict the perishable part of them, beaten 
sufficiently, flies off into dust: this process ended, appears 
the imperishable, the true and exact. 

And now let us remark a second thing: how, in these 
baleful operations, a noble devout-hearted Chevalier will 
comport himself, and an ignoble godless Bucanier and 
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Choctaw Indian. Victory is the aim of each. But deep 
in the heart of the noble man it lies forever legible, that, 
as an Invisible Just God made him, so will and must God’s 
Justice and this only, were it never so invisible, ultimately 
prosper in all controversies and enterprises and battles 
whatsoever. What an Influence; ever-present,—like a 
Soul in the rudest Caliban of a body; like a ray of 
Heaven, and illuminative creative /iat-Lux, in the wastest 
terrestrial Chaos! Blessed divine Influence, traceable even 
in the horror of Battlefields and garments rolled in blood: 
how it ennobles even the Battlefield; and, in place of a 
Choctaw Massacre, makes it a Field of Honor! A Battle- 
field too is great. Considered well, it is a kind of Quin- 
tessence of Labor; Labor distilled into its utmost con- 
centration ; the significance of years of it compressed into 
an hour. Here too thou shalt be strong, and not in muscle 
only, if thou wouldst prevail. Here too thou shalt be 
strong of heart, noble of soul; thou shalt dread no pain 
or death, thou shalt not love ease or life; in rage, thou 
shalt remember mercy, justice ;—thou shalt be a Knight 
and not a Choctaw, if thou wouldst prevail! It is the rule 
of all battles, against hallucinating fellow Men, against 
unkempt Cotton, or whatsoever battles they may be, which 
a man in this world has to fight. 

Howel Davies dyes the West Indian Seas with blood, 
piles his decks with plunder; approves himself the ex- 
pertest Seaman, the daringest Seafighter; but he gains 
no lasting victory, lasting victory is not possible for him. 
Not, had he fleets larger than the combined British Navy 
all united with him in bucaniering. He, once for all, 
cannot prosper in his duel. He strikes down his man: 
yes; but his man, or his man’s representative, has no 
notion to lie struck down: neither, though slain ten times, 
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will he keep so lying ;—nor has the Universe any notion 
to keep him so lying! On the contrary, the Universe and 
he have, at all moments, all manner of motives to start up 
again, and desperately fight again. Your Napoleon is 
flung out, at last to St. Helena; the latter end of him 
sternly compensating the beginning. The Bucanier strikes 
down a man, a hundred or a million men: but what profits 
it? He has one enemy never to be struck down; nay two 
enemies : Mankind and the Maker of Men. On the great 
scale or on the small, in fighting of men or fighting of diffi- 
culties, I will not embark my venture with Howel Davies : 
it is not the Bucanier, it is the Hero only that can gain 
victory, that can do more than seem to succeed. These 
things will deserve meditating ; for they apply to all battle 
and soldiership, all struggle and effort whatsoever in this 
Fight of Life. It is a poor Gospel, Cash-Gospel or what- 
ever name it have, that does not, with clear tone, uncon- 
tradictable, carrying conviction to all hearts, forever keep 
men in mind of these things. 
Unhappily, my indomitable friend Plugson of Under- 
shot has, in a great degree, forgotten them ;—as, alas, all 
the world has; as, alas, our very Dukes and Soul-Over- 
seers have, whose special trade it was to remember them ! 
Hence these tears.—Plugson, who has indomitably spun 
Cotton merely to gain thousands of pounds, I have to call 
as yet a Bucanier and Choctaw ; till there come something 
better, still more indomitable from him. His hundred 
Thousand-pound Notes, if there be nothing other, are to 
me but as the hundred Scalps in a Choctaw wigwam. The 
blind Plugson ; he was a Captain of Industry, born member 
of the Ultimate genuine Aristocracy of this Universe, could 
he have known it! These thousand men that span and 
toiled round him, they were a regiment whom he had 
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enlisted, man by man; to make war on a very genuine 
enemy: Bareness of back, and disobedient Cotton-fiber, 
which will not, unless forced to it, consent to cover bare 
backs. Here is a most genuine enemy; over whom all 
creatures will wish him victory. He enlisted his thousand 
men ; said to them, ‘‘ Come, brothers, let us have a dash at 
Cotton!’ They follow with cheerful shout; they gain 
such a victory over Cotton as the Earth has to admire and 
clap hands at: but, alas, it is yet only of the Bucanier or 
Choctaw sort,—as good as no victory! Foolish Plugson 
of St. Dolly Undershot : does he hope to become illustrious 
by hanging up the scalps in his wigwam, the hundred 
thousands at his banker’s, and saying, Behold my scalps? 
Why Plugson, even thy own host is ull in mutiny : Cotton 
is conquered ; but the ‘bare backs’—are worse covered 
than ever! Indomitable Plugson, thou must cease to be 
a Choctaw ; thou and others ; thou thyself, if no other ! 
Did William the Norman Bastard, or any of his Taille- 
fers, zroncutters, manage so?  Ironcutter, at the end of the 
campaign, did not turn off his thousand fighters, but said 
to them: ‘‘ Noble fighters, this is the land we have gained ; 
be I Lord in it,—what we will call Law-ward, maintainer 
and keeper of Heaven’s Laws: be I Law-ward, or in brief 
orthoepy Lord in it, and be ye Loyal Men around me in 
it; and we will stand by one other, as soldiers round a 
captain, for again we shall have need of one another !’’ 
Plugson, bucanier-like, says to them: ‘‘ Noble spinners, 
this is the Hundred Thousand we have gained, wherein I 
mean to dwell and plant vineyards; the hundred thousand 
is mine, the three and sixpence daily was yours: adieu, 
noble spinners; drink my health with this groat each, 
which I give you over and above!’ The entirely unjust 
Captain of Industry, say I; not Chevalier, but Bucanier ! 
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‘Commercial Law’ does indeed acquit him; asks, with 
wide eyes, What else? So too Howel Davies asks, Was 
it not according to the strictest Bucanier Custom? Did I 
depart in any jot or tittle from the Laws of the Bucaniers? 

After all, money, as they say, is miraculous. Plugson 
wanted victory; as Chevaliers and Bucaniers, and all men 
alike do. He found money recognized by the whole world 
with one assent, as the true symbol, exact equivalent and 
synonym of victory ;—and here we have him, a grim- 
browed indomitable Bucanier, coming home to us with a 
‘victory,’ which the whole world is ceasing to clap hands 
at! The whole world, taught somewhat impressively, is 
beginning to recognize that such victory is but half a 
victory ; and that now, if it please the Powers, we must— 
have the other half! 

Money is miraculous. What miraculous facilities has it 
yielded, will it yield us; but also what never-imagined con- 
fusions, obscurations has it brought in; down almost to 
total extinction of the moral-sense in large masses of man- 
kind! ‘Protection of property,’ of what is ‘mzne,’ means 
with most men protection of money,—the thing which, had 
I a thousand padlocks over it, is least of all mzne,; is, in 
a manner, scarcely worth calling mine! The symbol shall 
be held sacred, defended everywhere with tipstaves, ropes 
and gibbets; the thing signified shall be composedly cast 
to the dogs. A human being who has worked with human 
beings clears all scores with them, cuts himself with tri- 
umphant completeness forever loose from them, by paying 
down certain shillings and pounds. Was it not the wages 
I promised you? There they are, to the last sixpence,— 
according to the Laws of the Bucaniers !—Yes, indeed ;— 
and, at such times, it becomes imperatively necessary to 
ask all persons, bucaniers and others, Whether these same 
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respectable Laws of the Bucaniers are written on God's 
eternal Heavens at all, on the inner Heart of Man at all; 
or on the respectable Bucaniers’ Logbook merely, for the 
convenience of bucaniering merely? What a question ;— 
whereat Westminster Hall shudders to its driest parch- 
ment; and on the dead wigs each particular horse-hair 
stands on end! 

The Laws of Laissez-faire, OQ Westminster, the laws of 
industrial Captain and industrial Soldier, how much more 
of idle Captain and industrial Soldier, will need to be 
remodeled, and modified, and rectified in a hundred and 
a hundred ways,—and zof in the Sliding-scale direction, 
but in the totally opposite one! With two million indus- 
trial Soldiers already sitting in Bastiles, and five millions 
pining on potatoes, methinks Westminster cannot begin 
too soon!—A man has other obligations laid on him in 
God’s Universe, than the payment of cash: these also 
Westminster, if it will continue to exist and have board- 
wages, must contrive to take some charge of :—by West- 
minster or by another, they must and will be taken charge 
of; be, with whatever difficulty, got articulated, got 
enforced, and to a certain approximate extent, put in 
practice. And, as I say, it cannot be too soon! For 
Mammonism, left to itself, has become Midas-eared; and 
with all its gold mountains, sits starving for want of bread: 
and Dilettantism with its partridge-nets, in this extremely 
earnest Universe of ours, is playing somewhat too high a 
game. ‘A man by the very look of him promises so 
much: yes; and by the rent-roll of him does he promise 
nothing >— 

Alas, what a business will this be, which our Continental 
friends, groping this long while somewhat absurdly about 
it and about it, call ‘Organization of Labor ;—which must 
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be taken out of the hands of absurd windy persons, and 
put into the hands of wise, laborious, modest and valiant 
men, to begin with it straightway : to proceed with it, and 
succeed in it more and more, if Europe, at any rate if 
England, is to continue habitable much longer. Looking 
at the kind of most noble Corn-Law Dukes or Practical 
Duces we have, and also of right reverend Soul-Overseers, 
Christian Spiritual Duces ‘on a minimum of four thousand 
five hundred,’ one’s hopes are a little chilled. Courage, 
nevertheless ; there are many brave men in England! My 
indomitable Plugson,—nay is there not even in thee some 
hope? Thou art hitherto a Bucanier, as it was written and 
prescribed for thee by an evil world: but in that grim brow, 
in that indomitable heart which caz conquer Cotton, do 
there not perhaps lie other ten-times nobler conquests ? 


CHAPTER XI. 
LABOR. 


OR there is a perennial nobleness, and even sacredness, 

in Work. Were he never so benighted, forgetful of 

his high calling, there is always hope in a man that 
actually and earnestly works: in Idleness alone is there 
perpetual despair. Work, never so Mammonish, mean, zs 
in communication with Nature; the real desire to get work 
done will itself lead one more and more to truth, to Nature’s 
appointments and regulations, which are truth. 

The latest Gospel in this world is, Know thy work and 
do it. ‘Know thyself: long enough has that poor ‘self’ 
of thine tormented thee; thou wilt never get to ‘know’ it, 
I believe! Think it not thy business, this of knowing thy- 
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self; thou art an unknowable individual: know what thou 
canst work at; and work at it, like a Hercules! That will 
be thy better plan. F 

It has been written, ‘an endless significance lies in 
work ;’ a man perfects himself by working. Foul jungles 
are cleared away, fair seedfields rise instead, and stately 
cities ; and withal the man himself first ceases to be jungle 
and foul unwholsome desert thereby. Consider how, even 
in the meanest sorts of Labor, the whole soul of a man is 
composed into a kind of real harmony, the instant he sets 
himself to work! Doubt, Desire, Sorrow, Remorse, Indig- 
nation, Despair itself, all these like hell-dogs lie beleaguer- 
ing the soul of the poor dayworker, as of every man: but 
he bends himself with free valor against his task, and all 
these are stilled, all these shrink murmuring far off into their 
caves. The man is now a man. The blessed glow of 
Labor in him, is it not as purifying fire, wherein all poison 
is burnt up, and of sour smoke itself there is made bright 
blessed flame ! 

Destiny, on the whole, has no other way of cultivating 
us. A formless Chaos, once set it vevolving, grows round 
and ever rounder; ranges itself, by mere force of gravity, 
into strata, spherical courses; is no longer a Chaos, but a 
round compacted World. What would become of the 
Earth, did she cease to revolve? In the poor old Earth, 
so long as she revolves, all inequalities, irregularities dis- 
perse themselves ; all irregularities are incessantly becoming 
regular. Hast thou looked on the Potter’s wheel,—one 
of the venerablest objects ; old as the Prophet Ezechiel and 
far older? Rude lumps of clay, how they spin themselves 
up, by mere quick whirling, into beautiful circular dishes. 
And fancy the most assiduous Potter, but without his 
wheel; reduced to make dishes, or rather amorphous 
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botches, by mere kneading and baking! Even such a 
Potter were Destiny, with a human soul that would rest 
and lie at ease, that would not work and spin! Ofan idle 
unrevolving man the kindest Destiny, like the most assid- 
uous Potter without wheel, can bake and knead nothing 
other than a botch; let her spend on him what expensive 
coloring, what gilding and enameling she will, he is but a 
botch. Not a dish; no, a bulging, kneaded, crooked, 
shambling, squint-cornered, amorphous botch,—a mere 
enameled vessel of dishonor! Let the idle think of this. 

Blessed is he who has found his work; let him ask no 
other blessedness. He has a work, a life-purpose; he has 
found it, and will follow it! How, as a free-flowing chan- 
nel, dug and torn by noble force through the sour mud- 
swamp of one’s existence, like an ever-deepening river 
there, it runs and flows ;—draining off the sour festering 
water gradually from the root of the remotest grass-blade ; 
making, instead of pestilential swamp, a green fruitful 
meadow with its clear-flowing stream. How blessed for 
the meadow itself, let the stream and 7¢s value be great or 
small! Labor is Life: from the inmost heart of the Worker 
rises his god-given Force, the sacred celestial Life-essence 
breathed into him by Almighty God; from his inmost heart 
awakens him to all nobleness,—to all knowledge, ‘self- 
knowledge’ and much else, so soon as Work fitly begins. 
Knowledge? The knowledge that will hold good in work- 
ing, cleave thou to that; for Nature herself accredits that, 
says Yea to that. Properly thou hast no other knowledge 
but what thou hast got by working: the rest is yet alla 
hypothesis of knowledge; a thing to be argued of in 
schools, a thing floating in the clouds, in endless logic- 
vortices, till we try it and fix it. ‘Doubt, of whatever 
kind, can be ended by Action alone.’ 
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And again, hast thou valued Patience, Courage, Perse- 
verance, Openness to light; readiness to own thyself 
mistaken, to do better next time? Ill these, all virtues, in 
wrestling with the dim brute Powers of Fact, in ordering of 
thy fellows in such wrestle, there and elsewhere not at all, 
thou wilt continually learn. Set down a brave Sir Christo- 
pher in the middle of black ruined Stoneheaps, of foolish 
unarchitectural Bishops, red-tape Officials, idle Nell-Gwyn 
Defenders of the Faith; and see whether he will ever raise 
a Paul’s Cathedral out of all that, yea or no! Rough, 
rude, contradictory are all things and persons, from the 
mutinous masons and Irish hodmen, up to the idle Nell- 
Gwyn Defenders, to blustering red-tape Officials, foolish 
unarchitectural Bishops. All these things and persons are 
there not for Christopher's sake and his Cathedral’s; they 
are there for their own sake mainly! Christopher will have 
to conquer and constrain all these,—if he be able. All 
these are against him. Equitable Nature herself, who 
carries her mathematics and architectonics not on the face 
of her, but deep in the hidden heart of her, —Nature herself 
is but partially for him ; will be wholly against him, if he 
constrain her not! His very money, where is it to come 
from? The pious munificence of England lies far-scattered, 
distant, unable to speak, and say ‘‘I am here ;’’—must be 
spoken to before it can speak. Pious munificence, and all 
help, is so silent, invisible like the gods; impediment, con- 
tradictions manifold are so loud and near! O brave Sir 
Christopher, trust thou in those, notwithstanding, and front 
all these; understand all these; by valiant patience, noble 
effort, insight, by man’s-strength, vanquish and compel all 
these,—and, on the whole, strike down victoriously the last 
topstone of that Paul’s Edifice; thy monument for certain 
centuries, the stamp ‘Great Man’ impressed very legibly on 
Portland-stone there !— 
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Yes, all manner of help, and pious response from Men 
of Nature, is always what we call silent; cannot speak or 
come to light, till it be seen, till it be spoken to. Every 
noble work is at first ‘impossible.’ In very truth, for every 
noble work the possibilities will lie diffused through Immen- 
sity; inarticulate, undiscoverable except to faith. Like 
Gideon thou shalt spread out thy fleece at the door of thy 
tent ; see whether under the wide arch of Heaven there be 
any bounteous moisture, or none. Thy heart and life-pur- 
pose shall be as a miraculous Gideon’s fleece, spread out in 
silent appeal to Heaven; and from the kind Immensities, 
what from the poor unkind Localities and town and country 
Parishes there never could, blessed dew-moisture to suffice 
thee shall have fallen ! 

Work is of a religious nature:—work is of a brave 
nature; which it is the aim of all religion to be. All work 
of man is as the swimmer’s; a waste ocean threatens to 
devour him ; if he front it not bravely, it will keep its word. 
By incessant wise defiance of it, lusty rebuke and buffet of 
it, behold how it loyally supports him, bears him as its 
conqueror along. ‘It is so,’ says Goethe, ‘with all things 
that man undertakes in this world.’ 

Brave Sea-captain, Norse Sea-king,—Columbus, my 
hero, royalest Sea-king of all! it is no friendly environment 
this of thine, in the waste deep waters; around thee muti- 
nous discouraged souls, behind thee disgrace and ruin, 
before thee the unpenetrated veil of Night. Brother, these 
wild water-mountains, bounding from their deep basin (ten 
miles deep, I am told), are not entirely there on thy behalf! 
Meseems ¢hey have other work than floating thee forward :— 
and the huge Winds, that sweep from Ursa Major to the 
Tropics and Equators, dancing their giant-waltz through 
the kingdoms of Chaos and Immensity, they care little 
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about filling rightly or filling wrongly the small shoulder-of- 
mutton sails in this cockle-skiff of thine! Thou are not 
among  articulate-speaking friends, my brother; thou art 
among immeasurable dumb monsters, tumbling, howling 
wide as the world here. Secret, far off, invisible to all hearts 
but thine, there lies a help in them: see how thou wilt get 
at that. Patiently thou wilt wait till the mad South-wester 
spend itself, saving thyself by dexterous science of defense, 
the while: valiantly, with swift decision, wilt thou strike in, 
when the favoring East, the Possible, springs up. Mutiny 
of men thou wilt sternly repress; weakness, despondency, 
thou wilt cheerily encourage: thou wilt swallow down com- 
plaint, unreason, weariness, weakness of others and thyself ;— 
how much wilt thou swallow down! There shall be a 
depth of Silence in thee, deeper than this Sea, which is but 
ten miles deep; a Silence unsoundable; known to God 
only. Thou shalt be a great Man. Yes, my World- 
Soldier, thou of the World Marine-service,—thou wilt have 
to be greater than this tumultuous unmeasured World here 
round thee is; thou, in thy strong soul, as with wrestler’s 
arms, shalt embrace it, harness it down; and make it bear 
thee on,—to new Americas, or whither God wills 
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CHAPTER XII. 


REWARD. 


ELIGION! I said; for, properly speaking, all true 
Work is Religion: and whatsoever Religion is not 
Work may go and dwell among the Brahmins, Anti- 

nomians, Spinning Dervishes, or where it will; with me it 
shall have no harbor. Admirable was that of the old 
Monks, ‘Laborare est Orare, Work is Worship.’ 

Older than all preached Gospels was this unpreached, 
inarticulate but ineradicable, forever-enduring Gospel: 
Work, and therein have well being. Man, son of Earth 
and of Heaven, lies there not, in the innermost heart of 
thee, a Spirit of active Method, a Force for work ;—and 
burns like a painfully smoldering fire, giving thee no rest 
till thou unfold it, till thou write it down in beneficent Facts 
around thee! What is immethodic, waste, thou shalt make 
methodic, regulated, arable; obedient and productive to 
thee. Wheresoever thou findest Disorder, there is thy 
eternal enemy; attack him swiftly, subdue him; make 
Order of him, the subject not of Chaos, but of Intelligence, 
Divinity and Thee! The thistle that grows in thy path, 
dig it out, that a blade of useful grass, a drop of nourishing 
milk, may grow there instead. The waste cotton-shrub, 
gather its waste white down, spin it, weave it; that, in place 
of idle litter, there may be folded webs, and the naked skin 
of man be covered. 

But above all, where thou findest Ignorance, Stupidity, 
Brute-mindedness,—yes, there, with or without Church- 
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tithes and Shovel-hat, with or without Talfourd-Mahon 
Copyrights, or were it with mere dungeons and gibbets and 
crosses, attack it, I say; smite it wisely, unweariedly, and 
rest not while thou livest and it lives; but smite, smite, in 
the name of God! The Highest God, as I understand it, 
does audibly so command thee; still audibly, if thou have 
ears to hear. He, even He, with his wzspoken voice, 
awfuller than any Sinai thunders or syllabled speech of 
Whirlwinds ; for the SILENCE of deep Eternities, of Worlds 
from beyond the morning-stars, does it not speak to thee? 
The unborn Ages; the old Graves, with their long-molder- 
ing dust, the very tears that wetted it now all dry,—do not 
these speak to thee what ear hath not heard? The deep 
Death-kingdoms, the Stars in their never-resting courses, 
all Space and all Time, proclaim it to thee in continual 
silent admonition. Thou, too, if ever man should, shalt 
work while it is called To-day. For the Night cometh, 
wherein no man can work. 

All true Work is sacred; in all true Work, were it but 
true hand-labor, there is something of divineness. Labor, 
wide as the Earth, has its summit in Heaven. Sweat of 
the brow; and up from that to sweat of the brain, sweat 
of the heart; which includes all Kepler calculations, 
Newton meditations, all Sciences, all spoken Epics, all 
acted Heroisms, Martyrdoms,—up to that ‘Agony of 
bloody sweat,’ which all men have called divine! O 
brother, if this is not ‘worship,’ then I say, the more pity 
for worship; for this is the noblest thing yet discovered 
under God’s sky. Who art thou that complainest of thy 
life of toil? Complain not. Look up, my wearied 
brother: see thy fellow Workmen there, in God’s Eter- 
nity ; surviving there, they alone surviving: sacred Band 
of the Immortals, celestial Bodyguard of the Empire of 
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Mankind. Even in the weak Human Memory they sur- 
vive so long, as saints, as heroes, as gods; they alone sur- 
viving; peopling, they alone, the unmeasured solitudes 
of Time! To Thee Heaven, though severe, is zof unkind ; 
Heaven is kind,—as a noble Mother; as that Spartan 
Mother ; saying while she gave her son his shield, ‘‘With 
it, my son, or upon it!’ Thou too, shalt return ome in 
honor; to thy far-distant Home, in honor; doubt it not, 
—if in the battle thou keep thy shield! Thou, in the 
Eternities and deepest Death-kingdoms, art not an alien; 
thou everywhere art a denizen! Complain not; the very 
Spartans did not complain. 

And who art thou that braggest of thy life of Idleness ; 
complacently showest thy bright gilt equipages; sumpt- 
uous cushions ; appliances for folding of the hands to mere 
sleep? Looking up, looking down, around, behind or 
before, discernest thou, if it be not in Mayfair alone, any 
zdle hero, saint, god, or even devil? Not a vestige of one. 
In the Heavens, in the Earth, in the Waters under the 
Earth, is none like unto thee. Thou art an original figure 
in this Creation ; a denizen in Mayfair alone, in this extra- 
ordinary Century or Half-Century alone! One monster 
there is in the world: the idle man. What is his 
‘Religion?’ That Nature is a Phantasm, where cunning 
beggary or thievery may sometimes find good victual. 
That God isa lie; and that Man and his Life are a lie.— 
Alas, alas, who of us zs there that can say, I have worked? 
The faithfulest of us are unprofitable servants; the faith- 
fulest of us know that best. The faithfulest of us may say, 
with sad and true old Samuel, ‘‘Much of my life has been 
trifled away!’ But he that has, and except ‘on public 
occasions’ professes to have, no function but that of going 
idle in a graceful or graceless manner ; and of begetting sons 
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to go idle; and to address Chief Spiriners and Diggers, who 
at least ave spinning and digging, ‘‘Ye scandalous persons 
who produce too much’’—My Corn-Law Friends, on what 
imaginary still richer Eldorados, and true iron-spikes with 
law of gravitation, are ye rushing! 


As to the Wages of Work there might innumerable 
things be said; there will and must yet innumerable things 
be said and spoken, in St. Stephen’s and out of St. 
Stephen’s; and gradually not a few things be ascertained 
and written, on Law-parchment, concerning this very 
matter :—‘Fair day’s-wages for a fair day’s-work’ is the 
most unrefusable demand! Money-wages ‘to the extent 
of keeping your worker alive that he may work more; 
these, unless you mean to dismiss him straightway out of 
this world, are indispensable alike to the noblest Worker 
and to the least noble ! 

One thing only I will say here, in special reference to 
the former class, the noble and noblest; but throwing light 
on all the other classes and their arrangements of this diffi- 
cult matter: The ‘wages’ of every noble Work do yet lie 
in Heaven or else Nowhere. Not in Bank-of-England 
bills, in Owen’s Labor-bank, or any the most improved 
establishment of banking and money-changing, needest 
thou, heroic soul, present thy account of earnings. Human 
banks and labor-banks know thee not; or know thee after 
generations and centuries have passed away, and thou art 
clean gone from ‘rewarding,’—all manner of bank-drafts 
shop-tills and Downing-street Exchequers lying very invisi- 
ble, so far from thee! Nay, at bottom, dost thou need any 
reward? Was it thy aim and life-purpose to be filled with 
good things for thy heroism; to have a life of pomp and 
ease, and be what men call ‘happy,’ in this world, or in 
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any other world? I answer for thee deliberately, No. The 
whole spiritual secret of the new epoch lies in this, that 
thou canst answer for thyself, with thy whole clearness 
of head and heart, deliberately, No! 

My brother, the brave man has to give his Life away. 
Give it, I advise thee ;—thou dost not expect to se// thy Life 
in an adequate manner? What price, for example, would 
content thee? The just price of thy Lire to thee,—why, 
God’s entire Creation to thyself, the whole Universe of 
Space, the whole Eternity of Time, and what they hold: 
that is the price which would content thee; that, and if thou 
wilt be candid, nothing short of that! It is thy all; and for 
it thou wouldst have all. Thou art an unreasonable mortal ; 
—or rather thou art a poor zzfinife mortal, who, in thy 
narrow clay-prison here, seemest so unreasonable! Thou 
wilt never sell thy Life, or any part of thy Life, in a satis- 
factory manner. Give it, like a royal heart; let the price 
be Nothing: thou fas? then, in a certain sense, got All for 
it! The heroic man,—and is not every man, God be 
thanked, a potential hero?—has to do so, in all times and 
circumstances. In the most heroic age, as in the most 
unheroic, he will have to say, as Burns said proudly and 
humbly of his little Scottish Songs, little dewdrops of 
Celestial Melody in an age when so much was unmelodious : 
‘‘By Heaven, they shall either be invaluable or of no 
value; I do not need your guineas for them!’’ It is an 
element which should, and must, enter deeply into all 
settlements of wages here below. They never will be 
‘satisfactory’ otherwise; they cannot, O Mammon Gospel, 
they never can! Money for my little piece of work ‘to the 
extent that will allow me to keep working,’ yes, this, — 
unless you mean that I shall go my ways éefore the work 
is all taken out of me: but as to ‘wages’—!— 
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On the whole, we do entirely agree with those old 
Monks, Laborare est Orare. In a thousand senses, from 
one end of it to the other, true Work zs Worship. He that 
works, whatsoever be his work, he bodies forth the form of 
Things Unseen ; a small Poet every Worker is. The idea, 
were it but of his poor Delf Platter, how much more of his 
Epic Poem, is as yet ‘seen,’ half-seen only by himself; to 
all others it is a thing unseen, impossible ; to Nature herself 
it is a thing unseen, a thing which never hitherto was ;— 
very ‘impossible,’ for it is as yet a No-thing! The Unseen 
Powers had need to watch over such a man ; he works in 
and for the Unseen. Alas, if he look to the Seen Powers 
only, he may as well quit the business; his No-thing will 
never rightly issue as a Thing, but as a Deceptivity, a 
Sham-thing,—which it had better not do! 

Thy No-thing of an Intended Poem, O Poet, who hast 
looked merely to reviewers, copyrights, booksellers, popu- 
larities, behold it has not yet become a Thing ; for the truth 
is not in it! Though printed, hotpressed, reviewed, cele- 
brated, sold to the twentieth edition : what is all that? The 
Thing, in philosophical uncommercial language, is still a 
No-thing, mostly semblance, and deception of the sight ;— 
benign Oblivion incessantly gnawing at it, impatient till 
Chaos to which it belongs do reabsorb it !— 

He who takes not counsel of the Unseen and Silent. 
from him will never come real visibility and speech. Thou 
must descend to the Jfothers, to the Manes, and Hercules- 
like long suffer and labor there, wouldst thou emerge with 
victory into the sunlight. As in battle and the shock of 
war,—for is not this a battle?—thou too shalt fear no pain 
or death, shalt love no ease or life; the voice of festive 
Lubberlands, the noise of greedy Acheron shall alike lie 
silent under thy victorious feet. Thy work, like Dante’s, 
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shall ‘make thee lean for many years.’ The world and its 
wages, its criticisms, counsels, helps, impediments, shall be 
as a waste ocean-flood ; the chaos through which thou art 
to swim and sail. Not the waste waves and their weedy 
gulf-streams, shalt thou take for guidance: thy star alone, 
— Se tu segut tua stella!’ thy star alone, now clear-beaming 
over Chaos, nay now by its fits gone out, disastrously 
eclipsed: this only shalt thou strive to follow. O, it is a 
business, as J fancy, that of weltering your way through 
Chaos and the murk of Hell! Green-eyed dragons watch- 
ing you, three-headed Cerberuses,—not without sympathy 
of their sort! ‘‘Fecovi? uom ch é stato all’ Inferno.’ 
For in fine, as Poet Dryden says, you do walk hand in 
hand with sheer Madness, all the way,—who is by no 
means pleasant company! You look fixedly into Madness, 
and her undiscovered, boundless, bottomless Night-empire ; 
that you may extort new Wisdom out of it, as an Eurydice 
from Tartarus. The higher the Wisdom, the closer was its 
neighborhood and kindred with mere Insanity ; literally 
so ;—and thou wilt, with a speechless feeling, observe how 
highest Wisdom, struggling up into this world, has often- 
times carried such tinctures and adhesions of Insanity still 
cleaving to it hither! 

All Works, each in their degree, are a making of Mad- 
ness sane;—truly enough a religious operation; which 
cannot be carried on without religion. You have not work 
otherwise; you have eye-service, greedy grasping of wages, 
swift and ever swifter manufacture of semblances to get 
hold of wages. Instead of better felt-hats to cover your 
head, you have bigger lath-and-plaster hats set traveling 
the streets on wheels. Instead of heavenly and earthly 
Guidance for the souls of men, you have ‘ Black or White 
Surplice’ Controversies, stuffed hair-and-leather Popes ;— 
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terrestrial Law-wards, Lords and Law-bringers, ‘organiz- 
ing Labor’ in these years, by passing Corn-Laws. With 
all which, alas, this distracted Earth is now full, nigh to 
bursting. Semblances most smooth to the touch and eye; 
most accursed nevertheless to body and soul. Semblances, 
be they of Sham-woven Cloth or of Dilettante Legislation, 
which are mot real wool or substance, but Devil’s-dust, 
accursed of God and man! No man has worked, or can 
work, except religiously ; not even the poor day-laborer, 
the weaver of your coat, the sewer of your shoes. All men, 
if they work not as in a Great Taskmaster’s eye, will work 
wrong, work unhappily for themselves and you. 

Industrial work, still under bondage to Mammon, the 
rational soul of it not yet awakened, is a tragic spectacle. 
Men in the rapidest motion and self-motion ; restless, with 
convulsive energy, as if driven by Galvanism, as if possessed 
by a Devil; tearing asunder mountains,—to no purpose, 
for Mammonism is always Midas-eared! This is sad, on 
the face of it. Yet courage: the beneficent Destinies, kind 
in their sternness, are apprising us that this cannot continue. 
Labor is not a devil, even while encased in Mammonism ; 
Labor is ever an imprisoned god, writhing unconsciously or 
consciously to escape out of Mammonism! Plugson of 
Undershot, like Taillefer of Normandy, wants victory ; how 
much happier will even Plugson be to have a Chivalrous 
victory than a Choctaw one. The unredeemed ugliness is 
that of a slothful People. Show mea People energetically 
busy ; heaving, struggling, all shoulders at the wheel; their 
heart pulsing, every muscle swelling, with man’s energy and 
will ;—I show you a People of whom great good is already 
predicable ; to whom all manner of good is yet certain, if 
their energy endure. By very working, they will learn; 
they have, Antzeus-like, their foot on Mother Fact: how 
can they but learn? 


THE MODERN WORKER. 129 


The vulgarest Plugson of a Master-Worker, who can 
command Workers, and get work out of them, is already a 
considerable man. Blessed and thrice-blessed symptoms I 
discern of Master-Workers who are not vulgar men; who 
are Nobles, and begin to feel that they must act as such: 
all speed to these, they are England’s hope at present ! 
But in this Plugson himself, conscious of almost no noble- 
ness whatever, how much is there! Not without man’s 
faculty, insight, courage, hard energy, is this rugged figure. 
His words none of the wisest; but his actings cannot be 
altogether foolish. Think, how were it, stoodest thou 
suddenly in his shoes! He has to command a thousand 
men. And not imaginary commanding; no, it is real, 
incessantly practical. The evil passions of so many men 
(with the Devil in them, as in all of us) he has to vanquish ; 
by manifold force of speech and of silence, to repress or 
evade. What a force of silence, to say nothing of the others, 
is in Plugson! For these his thousand men he has to pro- 
vide raw-material, machinery, arrangement, house-room ; 
and ever at the week’s end, wages by due sale. No Civil- 
List, or Goulburn-Baring Budget has he to fall back upon, 
for paying of his regiment; he has to pick his supplies 
from the confused face of the whole Earth and Contempora- 
neous History, by his dexterity alone. There will be dry 
eyes if he fail to do it !—He exclaims, at present, ‘black in 
the face,’ near strangled with Dilettante Legislation : ‘“ Let 
me have elbow-room, throat-room, and I will not fail! No, 
I will spin yet, and conquer like a giant ; what ‘sinews of 
war’ lie in me, untold resources toward the Conquest 
of this Planet, if instead of hanging me, you husband them, 
and help me !’—My indomitable friend, it is #7ue,; and 
thou shalt and must be helped. 

This is nota man I would kill and strangle by Corn- 
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Laws, even if I could! No, I would fling my Corn-Laws 
and Shot-belts to the Devil; and try to help this man. I 
would teach him, by noble precept and law-precept, by 
noble example most of all, that Mammonism was not the 
essence of his or of my station in God’s Universe ; but the 
adscititious excrescence of it; the gross, terrene, godless 
embodiment of it; which would have to become, more or 
less, a godlike one. By noble vea/ legislation, by true 
noble’ s-work, by unwearied, valiant, and were it wageless 
effort, in my Parliament and in my Parish, I would aid, 
constrain, encourage him to effect more or less this blessed 
change. I should know that it would have to be effected ; 
that unless it were in some measure effected, he and I and 
all of us, I first and soonest of all, were doomed to perdi- 
tion !—Effected it will be; unless it were a Demon that 
made this Universe; which I, for my own part, do at no 
moment, under no form, in the least believe. 

May it please your Serene Highnesses, your Majesties, 
Lordships and Law-wardships, the proper Epic of this 
world is not now ‘Arms and the Man;’ how much less, 
‘Shirt-frills and the Man:’ no, it is now ‘Tools and the 
Man:’ that, henceforth to all time is now our Epic; and 
you, first of all others, I think, were wise to take note of 
that ! 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
DEMOCRACY. 


F the Serene Highnesses and Majesties do not take note 
| of that, then, as I perceive, ‘hat will take note of itself! 
The time for levity, insincerity, and idle babble and 
play-acting, in all kinds, is gone by; it is a serious, grave 
time. Old long-vexed questions, not yet solved in logical 
words or parliamentary laws, are fast solving themselves in 
facts, somewhat unblessed to behold! This largest of 
questions, this question of Work and Wages, which ought, 
had we heeded Heaven’s voice to have begun two genera- 
tions ago or more, cannot be delayed longer without hearing 
Earth’s voice. ‘Labor’ will verily need to be somewhat 
‘organized,’ as they say,—God knows with what difficulty. 
Man will actually need to have his debts and earnings a 
little better paid by man; which, let Parliaments speak of 
them or be silent of them, are eternally his due from man, 
and cannot, without penalty and at length not without 
death-penalty, be withheld. How much ought to cease 
among us straightway ; how much ought to begin straight- 
way, while the hours yet are! 

Truly they are strange results to which this of leaving 
all to ‘Cash; of quietly shutting up the God’s Temple, 
and gradually opening wide-open the Mammon’s Temple, 
with ‘ Laissez-faire, and Every man for himself,’—have led 
us in these days! We have Upper, speaking Classes, who 
indeed do ‘speak’ as never man spake before ; the withered 
flimsiness, the godless baseness and barrenness of whose 
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Speech might of itself indicate what kind of Doing and 
practical Governing went on under it! For Speech is the 
gaseous element out of which most kinds of Practice and 
Performance, especially all kinds of moral Performance, 
condense themselves, and take shape; as the one is, so 
will the other be. Descending, accordingly, into the Dumb 
Class in its Stockport Cellars and Poor-Law Bastiles, have 
we not to announce that they also are hitherto unexampled 
in the History of Adam’s Posterity ? 

Life was never a May-game for men: in all times the 
lot of the dumb millions born to toil was defaced with 
manifold sufferings, injustices, heavy burdens, avoidable 
and unavoidable ; not play at all, but hard work that made 
the sinews sore, and the heart sore. As bond-slaves, vz//anzi, 
bordarit, sochemannt, nay indeed as dukes, earls and kings, 
men were oftentimes made weary of their life; and had to 
say, in the sweat of their brow and of their soul, Behold it 
is not sport, it is grim earnest, and our back can bear no 
more! Who knows not what massacrings and harryings 
there have been; grinding, long-continuing, unbearable 
injustices, —till the heart had to rise in madness, and some 
“Bu Sachsen, nimith euer sachses, You Saxons, out with 
your gully-knives then!’ You Saxons, some ‘arrestment,’ 
partial ‘arrestment of the Knaves and Dastards’ has 
become indispensable !|—The page of Dryasdust is heavy 
with such details. 

And yet I will venture to believe that in no time, since 
the beginnings of Society, was the lot of those same dumb 
millions of toilers so entirely unbearable as it is even in the 
days now passing over us. It is not to die, or even to die 
of hunger, that makes a man wretched; many men have 
died; all men must die,—the last exit of us all is in a lire- 
Chariot of Pain. But it is to live miserable we know not 
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why ; to work sore and yet gain nothing ; to be heart-worn, 
weary, yet isolated, unrelated, girt in with a cold universal 
Laissez-faire : it is to die slowly all our life long, imprisoned 
in a deaf, dead, Infinite Injustice, as in the accursed iron 
belly of a Phalaris’ Bull! This is and remains forever 
intolerable to all men whom God has made. Do we 
wonder at French Revolutions, Chartisms, Revolts of Three 
Days? The times, if we will consider them, are really 
unexampled. 

Never before did I hear of an Irish Widow reduced to 
‘prove her sisterhood by dying of typhus-fever and infect- 
ing seventeen persons,’—saying in such undeniable way, 
“You see, I was your sister!’’ Sisterhood, brotherhood 
was often forgotten: but not till the rise of these ultimate 
Mammon and Shotbelt Gospels, did I ever see it so 
expressly denied. If no pious Lord or Law-ward would 
remember it, always some pious Lady (‘ Mlaf-dig,’ Bene- 
factress, ‘Loaf-giveress,’ they say she is,—blessings on her 
beautiful heart!) was there, with mild mother-voice and 
hand, to remember it; some pious thoughtful Eder, what 
we now call ‘Prester,’ Presbyter or ‘Priest,’ was there to 
put all men in mind of it, in the name of the God who had 
made all. 

Not even in Black Dahomey was it ever, I think, 
forgotten to the typhus-fever length. Mungo Park, 
resourceless, had sunk down to die under the Negro 
Village-Tree, a horrible White object in the eyes of all. 
But in the poor Black Woman, and her daughter who 
stood aghast at him, whose earthly wealth and funded 
capital consisted of one small calabash of rice, there lived a 
heart richer than Ladssez-faire-’ they, with a royal munifi- 
cence, boiled their rice for him; they sang all night to him, 
spinning assiduous on their cotton distaffs, as he lay to 
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sleep: ‘‘Let us pity the poor white man; no mother has he 
to fetch him milk, no sister to grind him corn!” Thou 
poor black Noble One,—thou Lady too: did not a God 
make thee too; was there not in thee too something of a 
God !— 


Gurth, born thrall of Cedric the Saxon, has been greatly 
pitied by Dryasdust and others. Gurth with the brass 
collar round his neck, tending Cedric’s pigs in the glades 
of the wood, is not what I call an exemplar of human 
felicity : but Gurth, with the sky above him, with the free 
air and tinted boscage and umbrage round him, and in him 
at least the certainty of supper and social lodging when he 
came home; Gurth to me seems happy, in comparison with 
many a Lancashire and Buckinghamshire man, of these 
days, not born thrall of anybody! Gurth’s brass collar did 
not gall him: Cedric deserved to be his Master. The pigs 
were Cedric’s, but Gurth too would get his parings of them. 
Gurth had the inexpressible satisfaction of feeling himself 
related indissolubly, though in a rude brass-collar way, to 
his fellow-mortals in this Earth. He had superiors, infe- 
riors, equals.—Gurth is now ‘emancipated’ long since; has 
what we call ‘Liberty.’ Liberty, I am told, is a Divine 
thing. Liberty when it becomes the ‘Liberty to die by 
starvation’ is not so divine! 

Liberty? The true liberty of a man, you would say, 
consisted in his finding out, or being forced to find out, the 
right path, and to walk thereon. To learn, or to be taught, 
what work he actually was able for; and then by per- 
mission, persuasion, and even compulsion, to set about 
doing of the same! That is his true blessedness, honor, 
‘liberty’ and maximum of well being: if liberty be not 
that, I for one have small care about liberty. You do not 


THE MODERN WORKER. 135 


allow a palpable madman to leap over precipices; you 
violate his liberty, you that are wise; and keep him, were 
it in straight-waistcoats, away from the precipices! Every 
stupid, every cowardly and foolish man is but a less 
palpable madman: his true liberty were that a wiser man, 
that any and every wiser man, could, by brass collars, or in 
whatever milder or sharper way, lay hold of him when he 
was going wrong, and order and compel him to go a little 
righter. O if thou really art my Senior, Seigneur, my 
Elder, Presbyter or Priest,—if thou art in very deed my 
Wiser, may a beneficent instinct lead and impel thee to 
‘conquer’ me, to command me! If thou do know better 
than I what is good and right, I conjure thee in the name 
of God, force me to do it; were it by never such brass 
collars, whips and handcuffs, leave me not to walk over 
precipices! That I have been called, by all the News- 
papers, a ‘free man’ will avail me little, if my pilgrimage 
have ended in death and wreck. O that the Newspapers 
had called me slave, coward, fool, or what it pleased their 
sweet voices to name me, and I had attained not death, but 
life !—Liberty requires new definitions. 

A conscious abhorrence and intolerance of Folly, of 
Baseness, Stupidity, Poltroonery and all that brood of 
things, dwells deep in some men: still deeper in others an 
unconscious abhorrence and intolerance, clothed moreover 
by the beneficent Supreme Powers in what stout appetites, 
energies, egoisms so-called, are suitable to it; these latter 
are your Conquerors, Romans, Normans, Russians, Indo- 
English ; Founders of what we call Aristocracies. Which 
indeed have they not the most ‘divine right’ to found ;— 
being themselves very truly "Aptorot, BRAVEST, BEST ; and 
conquering generally a confused rabble of Worst, or at 
lowest, clearly enough, of WorsE? I think their divine 
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right, tried, with affirmatory verdict, in the greatest Law- 
Court known to. me, was good! A class of men who are 
dreadfully exclaimed against by Dryasdust; of whom 
nevertheless beneficent Nature has oftentimes had need; 
and may, alas, again have need. 

When, across the hundredfold poor skepticisms, trivial- 
isms, and constitutional cobwebberies of Dryasdust, you 
catch any glimpse of a William the Conqueror, a Tancred 
of Hauteville or such like,—do you not discern veritably 
some rude outline of a true God-made King; whom not 
the Champion of England cased in tin, but all Nature and 
the Universe were calling to the throne? It is absolutely 
necessary that he get thither. Nature does not mean her 
poor Saxon children to perish, of obesity, stupor or other 
malady, as yet: a stern Ruler and Line of Rulers therefore 
is called in,—a stern but most beneficent Perpetual House- 
Surgeon is by Nature herself called in, and even the 
appropriate fees are provided for him! Dryasdust talks 
lamentably about Hereward and the Fen Counties; fate of 
Earl Waltheof; Yorkshire and the North reduced to ashes; 
all which is undoubtedly lamentable. But even Dryasdust 
apprises me of one fact: ‘A child, in this William’s reign, 
might have carried a purse of gold from end to end of 
England.’ My erudite friend, it is a fact which out-weighs 
a thousand! Sweep away thy constitutional, sentimental 
and other cobwebberies ; look eye to eye, if thou still have 
any eye, in the face of this big burly William Bastard: 
thou wilt see a fellow of most flashing discernment, of most 
strong lion-heart ;—in whom, as it were within a frame of 
oak and iron, the gods have planted the soul of ‘a man of 
genius!’ Dost thou call that nothing? I call it an 
immense thing!—Rage enough was in this Willelmus 
Conquestor, rage enough for his occasions ;—and yet the 
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essential element of him, as of all such men, is not scorching 
fire, but shining illuminative “ght, Fire and light are 
strangely interchangeable; nay, at bottom, I have found 
them different forms of the same most godlike ‘elementary 
substance’ in our world: a thing worth stating in these 
days. The essential element of this Conquestor is, first of 
all, the most sun-eyed perception of what zs really what on 
this God’s-Earth ;—which, thou wilt find, does mean at 
bottom ‘Justice,’ and ‘Virtues’ not a few: Conformity to 
what the Maker has been good to make; that, I suppose, 
will mean Justice and a Virtue or two?— 

Dost thou think Willelmus Conquestor would have 
tolerated ten years’ jargon, on the propriety of killing 
Cotton-manufactures by partridge Corn-Laws? I fancy, 
this was not the man to knock out of his night’s-rest with 
nothing but a noisy bedlamism in your mouth! “Assist 
us still better to bush the partridges ; strangle Plugson who 
spins the shirts?’’—‘‘ Par la Splendeur de Dieu!”’ 
Dost thou think Willelmus Conquestor, in this new time, 
with Steam-engine Captains of Industry on one hand of 
him, and Joe-Manton Captains of Idleness on the other, 
would have doubted which was really the Best; which did 
deserve strangling, and which not? 

I have a certain indestructible regard for Willelmus 
Conquestor. A resident House-Surgeon, provided by 
Nature for her beloved English People, and even furnished 
with the requisite fees as I said; for he by no means felt 
himself doing Nature’s work, this Willelmus, but his own 
work exclusively! And his own work withal it was; 
informed ‘par la Splendeur de Dieu.’—I say, it is neces- 
sary to get the work out of such a man, however harsh 
that be! When a world, not yet doomed for death, is 
rushing down to ever-deeper Baseness and Confusion, it 
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gad die! ‘fecessity of Nature’s to bring in her Aris- 
ECRACIES, her Best, even by forcible methods. When 
their descendants or representatives cease entirely to de the 
‘Bést, Nature’s poor world will very soon rush down again 
‘to ‘Baseness ; and it becomes a dire necessity of Nature’s 
to ‘cast‘them out. Hence French Revolutions, Five-point 
‘Charters; Democracies, with a mournful list of Avceteras, in 
‘these our afflicted times. 

To what extent Democracy has now reached, how it 
‘advances irresistible with ominous, ever-increasing speed, 
he that will open his eyes on any province of human affairs 
may discern. Democracy’ is everywhere the inexorable 
demand of. these ages, swiftly fulfilling itself From the 
thunder of Napoleon battles, to the jabbering of Open- 
vestry in St. Mary Axe, all’ things announce Democracy. 
‘A distinguished man, whom some of my readers will hear 
again with pleasure, thus writes to me what in these days 
he notes from ‘the Wahngasse of Weissnichtwo, where our 
London fashions seem to be in full vogue. Let us hear 
the Herr Teufelsdrockh again, were it’ but -the smallest 
word ! 

‘Democracy, which means Abapiis ae finding. any 
‘Heroes to govern you, and contented putting up with the 
‘want of them,—alas, thou too, mezx Lieber, seest well how 
‘close it is of kin to Atheism, and.other sad /sms.: he who 
‘discovers no God whatever, how shall he discover Heroes, 
‘the visible Temples of God?—Strange enough meanwhile 
‘it is, to observe with what thoughtlessness, here in our 
‘rigidly Conservative Country, men. rush-into, Democracy 
‘with full cry. Beyond doubt, his Excellenz the Titular 
‘Herr Ritter Kauderwalsch. von Pferdefuss-Quacksalber, 
‘he our distinguished Conservative Premier: himself, and 
‘all but the thicker-headed of his Party, discern Democracy 
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‘to be inevitable as death, and are even desperate of 
‘delaying it much! 

‘You cannot walk the streets without beholding 
‘Democracy announce itself: the very Tailor has become, 
‘if not properly Sansculottic, which to him would be 
‘ruinous, yet a Tailor unconsciously symbolizing, and 
‘prophesying with his scissors, the reign of Equality. 
‘What now is our fashionable coat? A thing of super- 
‘finest texture, of deeply meditated cut; with Malines-lace 
‘cuffs ; quilted with gold; so that a man can carry without 
‘difficulty an estate of land on his back? <Kezneswegs, By 
‘no manner of means! The Sumptuary Laws have fallen 
‘into such a state of desuetude as was never before seen. 
‘Our fashionable coat is an amphibium between barnsack 
‘and drayman’s doublet. The cloth of it is studiously 
‘coarse; the color a speckled soot-black or rust-brown 
‘grey ;—the nearest approach to a Peasant’s. And for 
‘shape, thou shouldst see it! The last consummation 
‘of the year now passing over us is definable as Three 
‘Bags: a big bag for the body, two small bags for the 
‘arms, and by way of collar a hem! The first Antique 
‘Cheruscan who, of felt-cloth or bear’s-hide, with bone or 
‘metal needle, set about making himself a coat, before 
‘Tailors had yet awakened out of Nothing,—did not he 
‘make it even so? A loose wide poke for body, with two 
‘holes to let out the arms; this was his original coat: to 
‘which holes it was soon visible that two small loose pokes, 
‘or sleeves, easily appended, would be an improvement. 

‘Thus has the Tailor-art, so to speak, overset itself, like 
‘most other things; changed its center-of-gravity ; whirled 
‘suddenly over from zenith to nadir. Your Stulz, with 
‘huge somerset, vaults from his high shopboard down to - 
‘the depths of primal savagery,—carrying much along with 
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‘him! For I will invite thee to reflect that the Tailor, as 
‘topmost ultimate froth of Human Society, is indeed swift- 
‘passing, evanescent, slippery to decipher; yet significant 
‘of much, nay of all. Topmost evanescent froth, he is 
‘churned up from the very lees, and from all intermediate 
‘regions of the liquor. The general outcome he, visible to 
‘the eye, of what men aimed to do, and were obliged and 
‘enabled to do, in this one public department of symboliz- 
‘ing themselves to each other by covering of their skins. 
‘A smack of all Human Life lies in the Tailor: its wild 
‘struggles toward beauty, dignity, freedom, victory ; and 
‘how, hemmed in by Sedan and Huddersfield, by Nescience, 
‘Dullness, Prurience, and other sad necessities and laws of 
‘Nature, it has attained just to this: Grey savagery of Three 
‘Sacks with a hem! 

‘When the very Tailor verges toward Sansculottism, is 
‘it not ominous? The last Divinity of poor mankind 
‘dethroning himself; sinking Azs taper too, flame down- 
‘most, like the Genius of Sleep or of Death; admonitory 
‘that Tailor-time shall be no more !—For, little as one 
‘could advise Sumptuary Laws at the present epoch, yet 
‘nothing is clearer than that where ranks do actually exist, 
‘strict division of costumes will also be enforced; that if we 
‘ever have a new Hierarchy and Aristocracy, acknowledged 
‘veritably as such, for which I daily pray Heaven, the 
‘Tailor will reawaken; and be, by volunteering and 
‘appointment, consciously and unconsciously, a safeguard 
‘of that same.’—Certain further observations, from the 
same invaluable pen, on our never-ending changes of mode, 
our ‘perpetual nomadic and even ape-like appetite for 
change and mere change’ in all the equipments of our 
existence, and the ‘fatal revolutionary character’ thereby 
manifested, we suppress for the present. It may be admit- 
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ted that Democracy, in all meanings of the word, is in full 
career ; irresistible by any Ritter Kauderwalsch or other 
Son of Adam, as times go. ‘Liberty’ is a thing men are 
determined to have. 


But truly, as I have to remark in the meanwhile, ‘the 
liberty of not being oppressed by your fellow man’ is an 
indispensable, yet one of the most insignificant fractional 
parts of Human Liberty. No man oppresses thee, can bid 
thee fetch or carry, come or go, without reason shown. 
True; from all men thou art emancipated: but from Thy- 
self and from the Devil—? No man, wiser, unwiser, can 
make thee come or go: but thy own futilities, bewilder- 
ments, thy false appetites for Money, Windsor Georges and 
such like? No man oppresses thee, O free and Independ- 
ent Franchiser: but does not this stupid Porter-pot 
oppress thee? No Son of Adam can bid thee come or go; 
but this absurd Pot of Heavy-wet, this can and does! 
Thou art the thrall not of Cedric the Saxon, but of thy 
own brutal appetites, and this scoured dish of liquor. And 
thou pratest of thy ‘liberty?’ Thou entire blockhead! 

Heavy-wet and gin: alas, these are not the only kinds 
of thraldom. Thou who walkest in a vain show, looking 
out with ornamental dilettante sniff, and serene supremacy, 
at all Life and all Death; and amblest jauntily ; perking up 
thy poor talk into crochets, thy poor conduct into fatuous 
somnambulisms ;—and arf as an ‘enchanted Ape’ under 
God’s sky, where thou mightest have been a man, had 
proper Schoolmasters and Conquerers, and Constables with 
cat-o’-nine tails, been vouchsafed thee; dost thou call that 
‘liberty ?? Or your unreposing Mammon-worshiper, again, 
driven, as if by Galvanisms, by Devils and Fixed-Ideas, 
who rises early and sits late, chasing the impossible ; strain- 
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ing every faculty to ‘fill himself with the east wind,’—how 
merciful were it, could you, by mild persuasion or by the 
severest tyranny so-called, check him in his mad path, and 
‘turn him into a wiser one! All painful tyranny, in that case 
again, were but mild ‘surgery; the pain of it cheap, as 
health and life, instead of galvanism and fixed-idea, are 
cheap at any price. 

Sure enough, of all paths a man could strike into, there 
zs at any given moment, a Jest path for every man; a thing 
which, here and now, it were of all things wzses¢ for him to 
do ;—which could he be but led or driven to do, he were 
then doing ‘like a man,’ as we phrase it; all men and gods 
agreeing with him, the whole Universe virtually exclaiming 
Well-done to him! His success, in such case, were com- 
plete; his felicity a maximum. This path, to find this path 
and walk in it, is the one thing needful for him. Whatso- 
ever forwards him in that, let it come to him even in the 
shape of blows and spurnings, is liberty: whatsoever 
hinders him, were it wardmotes, open-vestries, pollbooths, 
tremendous cheers, rivers of heavy-wet, is slavery. 

The notion that a man’s liberty consists in giving his 
vote at election-hustings, and saying, ‘‘Behold now I too 
have my twenty-thousandth part of a Talker in our 
National Paiaver ; will not all the gods be good to me?’”’— 
is one of the pleasantest! Nature nevertheless is kind at 
present ; and puts it into the heads of many, almost of all. 
The liberty especially which has to purchase itself by social 
isolation, and each man standing separate from the other, 
having ‘no business with him’ but a cash-account: this is 
such a liberty as the Earth seldom saw ;—as the Earth will 
not long put up with, recommend it how you may. This 
liberty turns out, before it have long continued in action, 
with all men flinging up their caps round it, to be for the 
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Working Millions a liberty to die by want of food; for the 
Idle Thousands and Units, alas, a still more fatal liberty to 
live in want of work; to have no earnest duty to do in this 
God’s-World any more. What becomes of a man in such 
predicament? LEarth’s Laws are silent; and Heaven’s 
speak in a voice which is not heard. No work, and the 
ineradicable need of work, give rise to new very wondrous 
life-philosophies, new very wondrous life-practices!__Dilet- 
tantism, Pococurantism, Beau-Brummelism, with perhaps 
an occasional, half-mad, protesting burst of Byronism, 
establish themselves: at the end of a certain period, if you 
go back to ‘the Dead Sea,’ there is, say our Moslem 
friends, a very strange ‘Sabbath-day’ transacting itself 
there !—Brethren, we know but imperfectly yet, after ages 
of Constitutional Government, what Liberty and Slavery 
are. 

- Democracy, the chase of Liberty in that direction, shall 
go its full course; unrestrainable by him of Pferdefuss- 
Quacksalber, or any of #zs household. The toiling Millions 
of Mankind, in most vital need and passionate instinctive 
desire of Guidance, shall cast away False-Guidance; and 
hope, for an hour, that No-Guidance will suffice them: but 
it can be for an hour only. The smallest item of human 
Slavery is the oppression of man by his Mock-Superiors ; 
the palpablest, but I say at bottom the smallest. Let him 
shake off such oppression, trample it indignantly under his 
feet; I blame him not, I pity and commend him. But 
oppression by your Mock-Superiors well shaken off, the 
grand problem yet remains to solve: That of finding 
government by your Real-Superiors! Alas, how shall we 
ever learn the solution of that, benighted, bewildered, 
sniffing, sneering, godforgetting unfortunates as we are? It 
is a work for centuries; to be taught us by tribulations, 
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confusions, insurrections, obstructions; who knows if not 
by conflagration and despair! It is a lesson inclusive of all 
other lessons ; the hardest of all lessons to learn. 

One thing I do know: Those Apes, chattering on the 
branches by the Dead Sea, never got it learned ; but chatter 
there to this day. To them no Moses need come a second 
time; a thousand Moseses would be but so many painted 
Phantasms, interesting Fellow-Apes of new strange aspect, 
—whom they would ‘invite to dinner,’ be glad to meet 
with in lion-soirées. To them the voice of Prophecy, of 
heavenly monition, is quite ended. They chatter there, all 
Heaven shut to them, to the end of the world. The 
unfortunates! O, what is dying of hunger, with honest 
tools in your hand, with a manful purpose in your heart, 
and much real labor lying round you done, in comparison ? 
You honestly quit your tools ; quit a most muddy, confused 
coil of sore work, short rations, of sorrows, dispiritments 
and contradictions, having now honestly done with it all -— 
and await, not entirely in a distracted manner, what the 
Supreme Powers, and the Silences and the Eternities may 
have to say to you. 

A second thing I know: This lesson will have to be 
learned, —under penalties! England will either learn it, or 
England also will cease to exist among Nations. England 
will either learn to reverence its Heroes, and discriminate 
them from its Sham-Heroes and Valets and _ gaslighted 
Histrios; and to prize them as the audible God’s-voice, 
amid all inane jargons and temporary market-cries, and say 
to them with heart-loyalty, ‘“Be ye King and Priest, and 
Gospel and Guidance for us:’’ or else England will con- 
tinue to worship new and ever-new forms of Quackhood,— 
and so, with what resiliences and reboundings matters little, 
go down to the Father of Quacks! Can I dread such 
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things of England? Wretched, thick-eyed, gross-hearted 
mortals, why will ye worship lies, and ‘Stuffed Clothes- 
suits, created by the ninth-parts of men!’ It is not your 
purses that suffer; your farm-rents, your commerces, your 
mill-revenues, loud as ye lament over these; no, it is not 
these alone, but a far deeper than these: it is your souls 
that lie dead, crushed down under despicable Nightmares, 
Atheisms, Brain-fumes; and are not souls at all, but mere 
succedanea for sa/f to keep your bodies and their appetites 
from putrefying! Your cotton-spinning and thrice-miracu- 
lous mechanism, what is this too, by itself, but a larger kind 
of Animalism? Spiders can spin, Beavers can build and 
show contrivance ; the Ant lays up accumulation of capital, 
and has, for aught I know, a Bank of Antland. If there is 
no soul in man higher than all that, did it reach to sailing 
on the cloud-rack and spinning sea-sand; then, I say, man 
is but an animal, a more cunning kind of brute: he has no 
soul, but only a succedaneum for salt. Whereupon, seeing 
himself to be truly of the beasts that perish, he ought to 
admit it, I think ;—and also straightway universally to kill 
himself; and so, in a manlike manner, at least, end, and 
wave these brute-worlds hzs dignified farewell !— 
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CHAPTER. XIV, 


SIR JABESH WINDBAG. 


LIVER CROMWELL, whose body they hung on 
their Tyburn Gallows because he had found the 
Christian Religion inexecutable in this country, 

remains to me by far the remarkablest Governor we have 
had here for the last five centuries or so. For the last five 
ceuturies, there has been no Governor among us with any- 
thing like similar talent; and for the last two centuries, no 
Governor, we may say, with the possibility of similar 
talent,—with an idea in the heart of him capable of inspir- 
ing similar talent, capable of coexisting therewith. When 
you consider that Oliver believed in a God, the difference 
between Oliver’s position and that of any subsequent 
Governor of this Country becomes, the more you reflect on 
it, the mere immeasurable ! 

Oliver, no volunteer in Public Life, but plainly a 
balloted soldier strictly ordered thither, enters upon Public 
Life; comports himself there like a man who carried his 
own Jife in his hand; like a man whose Great Com- 
mander’s eye was always on him. Not without results. 
Oliver, well advanced in years, finds now, by Destiny and 
his own Deservings, or as he himself better phrased it, by 
wondrous successive ‘Births of Providence,’ the Govern- 
ment of England put into his hands. In senate-house and 
battle-field, in counsel and in action, in private and in 
public, this man has proved himself a man; England and 
the voice of God, through waste awful whirlwinds and 
environments, speaking to his great heart, summon him to 
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" assert formally, in the way of solemn Public Fact: andzas a. 2: 
new piece of English Law, what: infor mally’ and by Nuture’s >>” 


eternal Law needed no asserting, That he, Qlivez, was zhe 
Ablest-Man of England, the King of England; that ‘he, 
Oliver, would undertake governing England. His way of 
making the same ‘assertion,’ the one way he had of making 
it, has given rise to immense criticism: but the assertion 
itself in what way soever: ‘made,’ is it not somewhat of a 
solemn one, somewhat of a tremendous one! 

And now do but contrast this Oliver with my right hon- 
orable friend Sir Jabesh Windbag, Mr. Facing-both-ways, 
Viscount Mealymouth, Earl of Windlestraw, or what other 
Cagliostro, Cagliostrino, Cagliostraccio, the course of Fortune 
‘and Parliamentary Majorities has constitutionally guided to 
that dignity, any time during these last sorrowful hundred- 
and-fifty years! Windbag, weak in the faith of a God, 
which he believes only at Church on Sundays, if even then ; 
strong only in the faith that Paragraphs and Plausibilities 
bring votes; that force of Public Opinion as he calls it, is 
the primal Necessity of Things, and highest God we have: 
—Windbag, if we will consider him, has a problem set 
before him which may be ranged in the impossible class. 
He is a Columbus minded to sail to the indistinct country 
of NOWHERE, to the indistinct country of WHITHERWARD, 
by the friendship of those same waste-tumbling Water-Alps 
and howling waltz of All the Winds; not by conquest of 
them and in spite of them, but by friendship of them, when 
once they have made up their mind! He is the most orig- 
inal Columbus I ever saw. Nay, his problem is not an 
impossible one: he will infallibly arrive at that same coun- 
try of NowHERE; his indistinct Whitherward will be a 
Thither-ward! In the Ocean Abysses and Locker of 
Davy Jones, there certainly enough do he and hes ship’s 
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company, and all-their zaEe and navigatings, at last find 
lodgement. 

Oliver. Knew that his America lay THERE, Westward 
Ho :—and ‘it was not entirely by friendship of the Water- 
Alps, and yeasty insane Froth-Oceans, that he meant to 
get thither! He sailed accordingly ; had compass-card, 
and Rules of Navigation,—older and greater than these 
Froth-Oceans, old as the Eternal God! Or again, do but 
think of this. Windbag in these his probable five years of 
office has to prosper and get Paragraphs: the Paragraphs 
of these five years must be his salvation, or he is a lost 
man; redemption nowhere in the Worlds or in the Times 
discoverable for him. Oliver too would like his Para- 
graphs ; successes, popularities in these five years are not 
undesirable to him: but mark, I say, this enormous cir- 
cumstance: after these five years are gone and done, comes 
an Eternity for Oliver! Oliver has to appear before the 
Most High Judge: the utmost flow of Paragraphs, the 
utmost ebb of them, is now, in strictest arithmetic, verily 
no matter at all; its exact value zevo,; an account alto- 
gether erased! Enormous ;—which a man, in these days, 
hardly fancies with an effort! Oliver's Paragraphs are all 
done, his battles, division-lists, successes all summed: and 
now in that awful unerring Court of Review, the real ques- 
tion first rises, Whether he has succeeded at all; whether 
he has not been defeated miserably forevermore? Let him 
come with world-wide /o-Peans, these avail him not. Let 
him come covered over with the world’s execrations, gashed 
with ignominious death-wounds, the gallows-rope about 
his neck: what avails that? The word is, Come thou 
brave and faithful; the word is, Depart thou quack and 
accursed ! 


O Windbag, my right honorable friend, in very truth I 
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pity thee. I say, these Paragraphs, and low or loud vot- 
ings of thy poor fellow-blockheads of mankind, will never 
guide thee in any enterprise at all. Govern a country on 
such guidance? Thou canst not make a pair of shoes, 
sella penny-worth of tape, on such. No, thy shoes are 
vamped up falsely to meet the market; behold, the leather 
only seemed to be tanned; thy shoes melt under me to 
rubbishy pulp, and are not veritable mud-defying shoes, 
but plausible vendible similitudes of shoes,—thou unfortu- 
nate, and I! O my right honorable friend, when the Par- 
agraphs flowed in, who was like Sir Jabesh? On the 
swelling tide he mounted; higher, higher, triumphant, 
heaven-high. But the Paragraphs again -ebbed out, as 
unwise Paragraphs needs must: Sir Jabesh lies stranded, 
sunk and forever sinking in ignominious ooze; the Mud- 
nymphs, and ever-deepening bottomless Oblivion, his por- 
tion to eternal time. ‘Posterity?’ Thou appealest to 
Posterity, thou? My right honorable friend, what will 
Posterity do for thee! The voting of Posterity, were it 
continued through centuries in thy favor, will be quite 
inaudible, extra-forensic, without any effect whatever. 
Posterity can do simply nothing for a man; nor even seem 
to do much, if the man be not brainsick. Besides, to tell 
thee truth, the bets are a thousand to one, Posterity will not 
hear of thee, my right honorable friend! Posterity, I have 
found, has generally his own Windbags sufficiently trum- 
peted in all market-places, and no leisure to attend to ours. 
Posterity, which has made of Norse Odin a similitude, and 
of Norman William a brute monster, what will or can it 
make of English Jabesh? O Heavens, ‘ Posterity !’— 
‘“These poor persecuted Scotch Covenanters,” said I 
to my inquiring Frenchman, in such stinted French as 
stood at command, ‘‘z/s s’en appelatent a&’’—‘‘ A la Pos- 
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térité,”’ interrupted he, helping me out.—‘‘ dz, Monsieur, 
non, mille fois non! They appealed to the Eternal God ; 
not to Posterity at all! C’ @tadt différent.”’ 


CHAPTER XY. 


MORRISON AGAIN. 


EVERTHELESS, O advanced Liberal, one cannot 

promise thee any ‘ New Religion,’ for some time; to 

say truth, I do not think we have the smallest chance 
of any! Will the candid reader, by way of closing this 
Book, listen to a few transient remarks on that subject? 

Candid readers have not lately met with any man who 
had less notion to interfere with their Thirty-Nine, or other 
Church-Articles ; wherewith, very helplessly, as is like, they 
may have struggled to form for themselves some not incon- 
ceivable hypothesis about this Universe, and their own 
Existence there. Superstition, my friend, is far from me; 
Fanaticism, for any /anum likely to arise soon on this 
Earth, is far. A man’s Church-Articles are surely articles 
of price to him; and in these times one has to be tolerent 
of many strange ‘ Articles,’ and of many still stranger ‘ No- 
articles,’ which go about placarding themselves in a very 
distracted manner,—the numerous long placard-poles, and 
questionable infirm paste-pots, interfering with one’s 
peaceable thoroughfare sometimes ! 

Fancy a man, moreover, recommending his fellow-men 
to believe in God, that so Chartism might abate, and the 
Manchester Operatives be got to spin peaceably! The 
idea is more distracted than any placard-pole seen hitherto 
in a public thoroughfare of men! My friend, if thou ever 
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do come to believe in God, thou will find all Chartism, 
Manchester riot, Parliamentary incompetence, Ministries 
of Windbag, and the wildest Social Dissolutions, and the 
burning up of this entire Planet, a most small matter in 
comparison. Brother, this Planet, I find, is but an incon- 
siderable sandgrain in the continents of Being: this 
Planet’s poor temporary interests, thy interests and my 
interests there, when I look fixedly into that eternal 
Light-Sea and Flame-Sea with z¢s eternal interests, dwindle 
literally into Nothing; my speech of it is—silence for the 
while. I will as soon think of making Galaxies and Star- 
Systems to guide little herring-vessels by, as of preaching 
Religion that the Constable may continue possible. O my 
Advanced-Liberal friend, this new second progress, of pro- 
ceeding ‘to invent God,’ is a very strange one! Jacobin- 
ism unfolded into Saint-Simonism bodes innumerable 
blessed things; but the thing itself might draw tears from 
a Stoic !—As for me, some twelve or thirteen New Relig- 
ions, heavy Packets, most of them unfranked, having 
arrived here from various parts of the world, in a space 
of six calendar months, I have instructed my invaluable 
friend the Stamped Postman to introduce no more of them, 
if the charge exceed one penny. 


Henry of Essex, dwelling in that Thames Island, ‘near to 
Reading Abby,’ had a religion. But was it in virtue of his 
seeing armed Phantasms of St. Edmund ‘on the rim of the 
horizon,’ looking minatory on him? Had _ that, intrin- 
sically, anything to do with his religion at all? Henry 
of Essex’s religion was the Inner Light or Moral Con- 
science of his own soul; such as is vouchsafed still to all 
souls of men ;—which Inner Light shone here ‘through 
such intellectual and other media’ as there were ; produc- 
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ing ‘Phantasms,’ Kircherean Visual-Spectra, according to 
circumstances! It is so with all men. The clearer my 
Inner Light may shine, through the /ess turbid media; the 
fewer Phantasms it may produce,—the gladder surely 
shall I be, and not the sorrier! Hast thou reflected, O 
serious reader, Advanced-Liberal or other, that the one 
end, essence, use of all religion past, present and to come, 
was this only: To keep that same Moral Conscience or 
Inner Light of ours alive and shining ;—which certainly 
the ‘Phantasms’ and the ‘turbid media’ were not essential 
for! All religion is here to remind us, better or worse, 
of what we already know better or worse, of the quite 
infinite difference there is between a Good man and a Bad ; 
to bid us love infinitely the one, abhor and avoid infinitely 
the other,—strive infinitely to de the one, and not to be the 
other. ‘All religion issues in due Practical Hero-worship.’ 
He that has a soul unasphyxied will never want a religion ; 
he that has a soul asphyxied, reduced to a succedaneum 
for salt, will never find any religion, though you rose from 
the dead to preach him one. 

But indeed, when men and reformers ask for ‘a 
religion,’ it is analogous to their asking, ‘What would you 
have us to do?’ and such like. They fancy that their 
religion too shall be a kind of Morrison’s Pill, which they 
have only to swallow once, and all will be well. Resolutely 
once gulp down your Religion, your Morrison’s Pill, you 
have it all plain sailing now: you can follow your affairs, 
your no-affairs, go along money-hunting, pleasure-hunting, 
dilettanteing, dangling, and miming and chattering like a 
Dead-Sea Ape: your Morrison will do your business for 
you. Men’s notions are very strange !—Brother, I say 
there is not, was not, nor will ever be, in the wide circle of 
Nature, any Pill or Religion of that character. Men cannot 
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afford thee such; for the very gods it is impossible. I 
advise thee to renounce Morrison ; once for all, quit hope 
of the Universal Pill. For body, for soul, for individual or 
society, there has not any such article been made. on 
extat. In Created Nature it is not, was not, will not be. 
In the void imbroglios of Chaos only, and realms of 
Bedlam, does some shadow of it hover, to bewilder and 
bemock the poor inhabitants there. 

Rituals, Liturgies, Creeds, Hierarchies: all this is not 
religion ; all this, were it dead as Odinism, as Fetichism, 
does not kill religion at all! It is Stupidity alone, with 
never so many rituals, that kills religion. Is not this still a 
world? Spinning Cotton under Arkwright and Adam 
Smith ; founding Cities by the Fountain of Juturna, on the 
Janiculum Mount; tilling Canaan under Prophet Samuel 
and Psalmist David, man is ever man; the missionary of 
Unseen Powers; and great and victorious, while he 
continues true to his mission; mean, miserable, foiled, and 
at last annihilated and trodden out of sight and memory, 
when he proves untrue. Brother, thou art a Man, I think ; 
thou art not a mere building Beaver, or two-legged Cotton- 
Spider; thou hast verily a Soul in thee, asphyxied or 
otherwise! Sooty Manchester,—it too is built on the 
infinite Abysses; overspanned by the skyey Firmaments ; 
and there is birth in it, and death in it ;—and it is every 
whit as wonderful, as fearful, unimaginable, as the oldest 
Salem or Prophetic City. Go or stand, in what time, in 
what place we will, are there not Immensities, Eternities 
over us, around us, in us: 

‘Solemn before us, 
Veiled, the dark Portal, 
Goal of all mortal ;— 


Stars silent rest o’er us, 
Graves under us silent!’ 
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Between ¢hese two great Silences, the hum of all our 
spinning cylinders, Trades-Unions, Anti-Corn-Law Leagues 
and Carlton Clubs goes on. Stupidity itself ought to 
pause a little, and consider that. I tell thee, through all 
thy Ledgers, Supply-and-demand Philosophies, and daily 
most modern melancholy Business and Cant, there does 
shine the presence of a Primeval Unspeakable; and thou 
wert wise to recognize, not with lips only, that same! 

The Maker’s Laws, whether they are promulgated in 
Sinai Thunder, to the ear or imagination, or quite other- 
wise promulgated, are the Laws of God; transcendent, 
everlasting, imperatively demanding obedience from all 
men. This, without any thunder, or with never so much 
thunder, thou, if there be any soul left in thee, canst know 
of a truth. The Universe, I say, is made by Law; the 
great Soul of the World is just and not unjust. Look thou, 
if thou have eyes or soul left, into this great shoreless 
Incomprehensible ; in the heart of its tumultuous Appear- 
ances, Embroilments, and mad Time-vortexes, is there not, 
silent, eternal, an All-just, an All-beautiful ; sole Reality and 
ultimate controlling Power of the whole? This is not a 
figure of speech; this is a fact. The fact of Gravitation 
known to all animals, is not surer than this inner Fact, 
which may be known to all men. He who knows this, it 
will sink, silent, awful, unspeakable, into his heart. He will 
say with Faust: ‘‘Who dave name Him?’’ Most rituals 
or ‘namings’ he will fall in with at present, are like to be 
‘namings’—which shall be nameless! In silence, in the 
Eternal Temple, let him worship, if there be no fit word. 
Such knowledge, the crown of his whole spiritual being, the 
life of his life, let him keep and sacredly walk by. He has 
a religion. Hourly and daily, for himself and for the whole 
world, a faithful, unspoken, but not ineffectual prayer rises, 
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‘““Thy will be done.’? His whole work on Earth is an 
emblematic spoken or acted prayer, Be the will of God 
done on Earth,—not the Devil’s will, or any of the Devil’s 
servants’ wills! He has a religion, this man; an everlast- 
ing Loadstar that beams the brighter in the Heavens, the 
darker here on Earth grows the night around him. Thou, 
if thou know not this, what are all rituals, liturgies, mytholo- 
gies, mass-chantings, turnings of the rotatory calabash? 
They are as nothing ; in a good many respects they are as 
less. Divorced from this, getting half-divorced from this, 
they are a thing to fill one with a kind of horror; with a 
sacred inexpressible pity and fear. The most tragical thing 
a human eye can look on. It was said to the Prophet, 
‘‘ Behold, I will show thee worse things than these: women 
weeping to Thammuz.’’ That was the acme of the 
Prophet’s vision—then as now. 

Rituals, Liturgies, Credos, Sinai Thunder : I know more 
or less the history of these; the rise, progress, decline and 
fall of these. Can thunder from all the thirty-two azimuths, 
repeated daily for centuries of years, make God’s Laws 
more godlike to me? Brother, No. Perhaps I am grown 
to be a man now; and do not need the thunder and the 
terror any longer! Perhaps I am above being frightened ; 
perhaps it is not Fear, but Reverence alone, that shall now 
lead me !—Revelations, Inspirations? Yes: and thy own 
god-created Soul; dost thou not call that a ‘revelation?’ 
Who made THEE? Where didst Thou come from? The 
Voice of Eternity, if thou be not a blasphemer and poor 
asphyxied mute, speaks with that tongue of thine! Zhou 
art the latest Birth of Nature; it is ‘the Inspiration of the 
Almighty’ that giveth thee understanding! My brother, 
my brother !— 

Under baleful Atheisms, Mammonisms, Joe-Manton 
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Dilettanteisms, with their appropriate Cants and Idolisms, 
and whatsoever scandalous rubbish obscures and all but 
extinguishes the soul of man,—religion now is; its Laws, 
written if not on stone tables, yet on the Azure of Infinitude, 
in the inner heart of God’s Creation, certain as Life, certain 
as Death! I say the Laws are there, and thou shalt not 
disobey them. It were better for thee not. Better a 
hundred deaths than yes. Terrible ‘penalties’ withal, if 
thou still need ‘penalties,’ are there for disobeying. Dost 
thou observe, O red-tape Politician, that fiery infernal 
Phenomenon, which men name FRENCH REVOLUTION, 
sailing unlooked-for, unbidden; through thy inane Protocol 
Dominion :—far-seen, with splendor not of Heaven? Ten 
centuries will see it. There were Tanneries at Meudon for 
human skins. And Hell, very truly Hell, had power over 
God’s upper Earth for a season. The cruelest Portent that 
has risen into created Space these ten centuries: let us hail 
it, with awestruck repentant hearts, as the voice once more 
of a God, though of one in wrath. Blessed be the God’s 
voice ; for zf is true, and Falsehoods have to cease before it! 
But for that same preternatural quasi-infernal Portent, one 
could not know what to make of this wretched world, in 
these days, at all. The deplorablest quack-ridden, and 
now hunger-ridden, downtrodden Despicability and Fvedzle 
Ludibrium of red-tape Protocols, rotatory Calabashes, Poor- 
Law Bastiles: who is there that could think of zs being 
fated to continue ?— 

Penalties enough, my brother! This penalty inclusive 
of all: Eternal Death to thy own hapless Self, if thou heed 
no other. Eternal Death, I say,—with many meanings old 
and new, of which let this single one suffice us here: The 
eternal impossibility for thee to be aught but a Chimera, 
and swift-vanishing deceptive Phantasm, in God’s Crea- 
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tion ;—swift-vanishing, never to reappear: why should z 
reappear ! Thou hadst one chance, thou wilt never have 
another. Everlasting ages will roll on, and no other be 
given thee. The foolishest articulate-speaking soul now 
extant, may not he say to himself: ‘‘A whole Eternity I 
waited to be born; and now I have a whole Eternity wait- 
ing to see what I will do when born!’ This is not 
Theology, this is Arithmetic. And thou but half-discernest 
this ; thou but half believest it? Alas, on the shores of the 
Dead Sea on Sabbath there goes on a Tragedy !— 

But we will leave this of ‘Religion ;’ of which, to say 
truth, it is chiefly profitable in these unspeakable days to 
keep silence. Thou needest no ‘New Religion ;’ nor art 
thou like to get any. Thou hast already more ‘religion’ 
than thou makest use of. This day, thou knowest ten 
commanded duties, seest in thy mind ten things which 
should be done, for one that thou doest! Do one of them; 
this of itself will show thee ten others which can and shall 
be done. ‘‘But my future fate?’’ Yes, thy future fate, 
indeed? Thy future fate, while thou makest z¢ the chief 
question, seems to me—extremely questionable! I do not 
think it can be good. Norse Odin, immemorial centuries 
ago, did not he, though a poor Heathen, in the dawn of 
Time, teach us that for the Dastard there was, and could 
be, no good fate; no harbor anywhere, save down with 
Hela, in the pool of Night! Dastards, Knaves, are they 
that lust for Pleasure, that tremble at Pain. For this world 
and for the next, Dastards are a class of creatures made to 
be ‘arrested :’ they are good for nothing else, can look for 
nothing else. A greater than Odin has been here. A 
greater than Odin has taught us—not a greater Dastardism, 
I hope! My brother, thou must pray for a sou/, struggle, 
as with life-and-death energy, to get back thy soul! Know 
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that ‘religion’ is no Morrison’s Pill from without, but a 
reawakening of thy own Self from within :—and, above all, 
leave me alone of thy ‘religions’ and ‘new religions’ here 
and elsewhere! I am weary of this sick croaking for a 
Morrison’s-Pill religion; for any and for every such. I 
want none such; and discern all such to be impossible. 
The resuscitation of old liturgies fallen dead ; much more, 
the manufacture of new liturgies that will never be alive: 
how hopeless! Stylitisms, eremite fanaticisms and fakeer- 
isms ; spasmodic agonistic posture-makings, and narrow, 
cramped, morbid, if forever noble wrestlings : all this is not 
a thing desirable to me. It is a thing the world as done 
once,—when its beard was not grown as now ! 


And yet there is, at worst, one Liturgy which does 
remain forever unexceptionable: that of Praying (as the 
old Monks did withal) 4y Working. And _ indeed the 
Prayer which accomplished itself in special chapels at stated 
hours, and went not with a man, rising up from all his 
Work and Action, at all moments sanctifying the same,— 
what was it ever good for? ‘Work is Worship :’ yes, ina 
highly considerable sense,—which, in the present state of all 
‘worship,’ who is there that can unfold! He that under- 
stands it well, understands the Prophecy of the whole 
Future; the last Evangel, which has included all others. 
its cathedral the Dome of Immensity,—hast thou seen it? 
coped with the star-galaxies ; paved with the green mosaic 
of land and ocean; and for altar, verily, the Star-throne ot 
the Eternal! Its litany and psalmody the noble acts, the 
heroic work and suffering, and true heart-utterance of all 
the Valiant of the Sons of Men. _ Its choir-music the ancient 
Winds and Oceans, and deep-toned, inarticulate, but most 
speaking voices of Destiny and History,—supernal ever as 
of old. Between two great Silences: 
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“Stars silent rest o’er us, 
Graves under us silent.’ 
Between which two great Silences, do not, as we said, all 
human Noises, in the naturalest times, most preternaturally 
march and roll?— 


I will insert this also, in a lower strain, from Sauerteig’s 
“Esthetische Springwiirzel. ‘Worship?’ says he: ‘Before 
‘that inane tumult of Hearsay filled men’s heads, while the 
‘world lay yet silent, and the heart true and open, many 
‘things were Worship! To the primeval man whatsoever 
‘good came, descended on him (as, in mere fact, it ever 
‘does) direct from God; whatsoever duty lay visible for 
‘him, this a Supreme God had prescribed. To the present 
‘hour I ask thee, Who else? For the primeval man, in 
‘whom dwelt Thought, this Universe was all a Temple; 
‘ Life everywhere a Worship. 

‘What Worship, for example, is there not in mere 
‘Washing! Perhaps one of the most moral things a man, 
‘in common cases, has it in his power to do. Strip thy- 
‘self, go into the bath, or were it into the limpid pool and 
‘running brook, and there wash and be clean; thou wilt 
‘step out again a purer and a better man. This conscious- 
‘ness of perfect outer pureness, that to thy skin there now 
‘adheres no foreign speck of imperfection, how it radiates 
‘in on thee, with cunning symbolic influences, to thy very 
‘soul! Thou hast an increase of tendency toward all good 
‘things whatsoever. The oldest Eastern Sages, with joy 
‘and holy gratitude, had felt it so,—and that it was the 
‘Maker’s gift and will. Whose else zs it? It remains a 
‘religious duty, from oldest times, in the East.—Nor could 
‘Herr Professor Strauss, when I put the question, deny 
‘that for us at present it is still such here in the West! 
‘To that dingy fuliginous Operative, emerging from his 
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‘soot-mill, what is the first duty I will prescribe, and offer 
‘help toward? That he clean the skin of him. Can he 
‘pray, by any ascertained method? One knows not 
‘entirely :—but with soap and a sufficiency of water, he 
‘can wash. Even the dull English feel something of this ; 
‘they have a saying, ‘‘ Cleanliness is near of kin to Godli- 
‘ness :’’—yet never, in any country, saw I operative men 
‘worse washed, and, in a climate drenched with the softest 
‘cloud-water, such a scarcity of baths !’—Alas, Sauerteig, 
our ‘operative men’ are at present short even of potatoes: 
what ‘duty’ can you prescribe to them ! 

Or let us give a glance at China. Our new friend, the 
Emperor there, is: Pontiff of three hundred million men ; 
who do all live and work, these many centuries now ; 
anthentically patronized by Heaven so far; and therefore 
must have some ‘religion’ of a kind. This Emperor-Pon- 
tiff has, in fact, a religious belief of certain Laws of Heaven ; 
observes, with a religious rigor, his ‘three thousand punc- 
tualities,’ given out by men of insight, some sixty gen- 
erations since, as a legible transcript of the same,—the 
Heavens do seem to say, not totally an incorrect one. He 
has not much of a ritual, this Pontiff-Emperor ; believes, 
it is likest, with the old Monks, that ‘Labor is Worship.’ 
His most public Act of Worship, it appears, is the drawing 
solemnly at a certain day, on the green bosom of our 
Mother Earth, when the Heavens, after dead black winter, 
have again with their vernal radiances awakened her, a 
distinct red Furrow with the Plow,—signal that all the 
Plows of China are to begin plowing and worshiping! 
It is notable enough. He, in sight of the Seen and Unseen 
Powers, draws his distinct red Furrow there; saying, and 
praying, in mute symbolism, so many most eloquent 
things ! 


THE MODERN WORKER. 161 


If you ask this Pontiff, ‘“Who made him? What is to 
become of him and us?’’ he maintains a dignified reserve ; 
waves his hand and pontiff-eyes over the unfathomable 
deep of Heaven, the ‘Tsien,’ the azure kingdoms of Infin- 
itude ; as if asking, ‘‘Is it doubtful that we are right we// 
made? Can aught that is wrong become of us?’—He 
and his three hundred millions (it is their chief ‘ punctual- 
ity’) visit yearly the Tombs of their Fathers; each man 
the Tomb of his Father and his Mother; alone there, in 
silence, with what of ‘worship’ or of other thought there 
may be, pauses solemnly each man; the divine Skies all 
silent over him; the divine Graves, and this divinest Grave, 
all silent under him ; the pulsing of his ewn soul, if he have 
any soul, alone audible. Truly it may be a kind of wor- 
ship! Truly, if a man cannot get some glimpse into the 
Eternities, looking through this portal,—through what 
other need he try it? 

Our friend the Pontiff-Emperor permits cheerfully, 
though with contempt, all manner of Buddhists, Bonzes, 
Talapoins and such like, to build brick Temples, on the 
voluntary principle; to worship with what of chantings, 
paper-lanterns and tumultuous brayings, pleases them ; 
and make night hideous, since they find some comfort in 
so doing. Cheerfully, though with contempt. He is a 
wiser Pontiff than many persons think! He is as yet the 
one Chief Potentate or Priest in this Earth who has made 
a distinct systematic attempt at what we call the ultimate 
result of all religion, ‘ Practical Hero-worship:’ he does 
incessantly, with true anxiety, in such way as he can, 
search and sift (it would appear) his whole enormous popu- 
lation for the Wisest born among them; by which Wisest, 
as by born Kings, these three hundred million men are 
governed. The Heavens, to a certain extent, do appear 
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to countenance him. These three hundred millions actually 
make porcelain, souchong tea, with innumerable other 
things ; and fight, under Heaven’s flag, against Necessity ;— 
and have fewer Seven-Years Wars, Thirty-Years Wars, 
French Revolution Wars, and infernal fightings with each 
other, than certain millions elsewhere have ! 


Nay, in our poor distracted Europe itself, in these 
newest times, have there not religious voices risen,—with a 
religion, new and yet the oldest ; entirely indisputable to ail 
hearts of men? Some I do know, who did not call or think 
themselves ‘Prophets,’ far enough from that; but who 
were, in very truth, melodious Voices from the eternal 
Heart of Nature once again; souls forever venerable to all 
that have a soul. A French Revolution is one phenome- 
non; as complement and spiritual exponent thereof, a Poet 
Goethe and German Literature is to me another. The old 
Secular or Practical World, so to speak, having gone up in 
fire, is not here the prophecy and dawn of a new Spiritual 
World, parent of far nobler, wider, new Practical Worlds? 
A life of Antique devoutness, Antique veracity and heroism, 
has again become possible, is again seez actual, there, for the 
most modern man. A phenomenon, as quiet as it is, 
comparable for greatness to no other! The great event 
‘for the world is, now as always, the arrival in it of a new 
‘Wise Man.’ Touches there are, be the Heavens ever 
thanked, of new Sphere-melody ; audible once more, in the 
infinite jargoning discords and poor scrannel-pipings of the 
thing called Literature ;—priceless there, as the voice of new 
Heavenly Psalms! Literature, like the old Prayer-Collec- 
tions of the first centuries, were it ‘well selected from and 
burnt,’ contains precious things. For Literature, with all 
its printing-presses, puffing-engines and shoreless deafening 
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triviality, zs yet ‘the Thought of Thinking Souls.’ A sacred 
‘religion,’ if you like the name, does live in the heart of 
that strange froth-ocean, not wholly froth, which we call 
Literature ; and will more and more disclose itself there- 
from ;—not now as scorching Fire: the red smoky scorch- 
ing Fire has purified itself into white sunny Light. Is not 
Light grander than Fire? It is the same element in a state 
of purity. 

My ingenious readers, we will march out of this Book 
with a rythmic word of Geethe’s on our lips; a word 
which perhaps has already sung itself, in dark hours and in 
bright, through many a heart. To me, finding it devout 
yet wholly credible and veritable, full of piety yet free of 
cant; to me, joyfully finding much in it, and joyfully missing 
so much in it, this little snatch of music, by the greatest 
German Man, sounds like a stanza in the grand Road- 
Song and Marching-Song of our great Teutonic Kindred, 
wending, wending, valiant and victorious, through the 
undiscovered Deeps of Time! He calls it Mason-Lodge,— 
not Psalm or Hymn: 


“Thy Mason’s ways are 
A type of Existence, 
And his persistence 
Is as the days are 
Of men in this world. 


The Future hides in it 
Gladness and sorrow; 
We press still thorow, 
Naught that abides in it 
Daunting us,—onward. 


And solemn before us, 
Veiled, the dark Portal, 
Goal of all mortal :— 
Stars silent rest o’er us, 
Graves under us silent. 
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While earnest thou gazest, 
Comes boding of terror, 
Comes phantasm and error, 
Perplexes the bravest 

With doubt and misgiving. 


But heard are the Voices,— 
Heard are the Sages, 

The Worlds and the Ages: 
“Choose well, your choice is 
Brief and yet endless. 


Here eyes do regard you, 
In Eternity’s stillness ; 
Here is all fullness, 

Ye brave, to reward you: 
Work and despair not.’’’ 
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BOOK IIL. 
SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 


[Signs of the Times, is the earliest of Carlyle’s social writings. 
It first appeared in the Edinburgh Review in 1829. It forms a 
transition between the Life of Schiller,and the Sartor Resartus. 
Carlyle had not as yet ‘‘resolved to prophesy ;’’ yet even here does 
one discern the prophetic note. It was written at Craigenputtoch 
among the mountain solitudes. More than any of the social 
writings, it has the calm of the eternal.—Ep.] 


T is no very good symptom either of nations or individ- 
uals, that they deal much in vaticination. Happy men 
are full of the present, for its bounty suffices them ; and 

wise men also, for its duties engage them. Our grand 
business undoubtedly is, not to see what lies dimly at a 
distance, but to do what lies clearly at hand. 

Know’st thou Yesterday, its aim and reason ; 

Work’st thou well Zo-day, for worthy things? 

Calmly wait the M/orrow’s hidden season, 

Need’st not fear what hap soe’ er it brings. 
But man’s ‘large discourse of reason’ w7// look ‘before 
and after ;’ and, impatient of the ‘ignorant present time,’ 
will indulge in anticipation far more than profits him. 
Seldom can the unhappy be persuaded that the evil of the 
day is sufficient for it; and the ambitious will not be con- 
tent with present splendor, but paint yet more glorious 
triumphs, on the cloud-curtain of the future. 
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The case, however, is still worse with nations. For 
here the prophets are not one, but many ; and each incites 
and confirms the other ; so that the fatidical fury spreads 
wider and wider, till at last even Saul must join in it. For 
there is still a real magic in the action and reaction of 
minds on one another. The casual deliration of a few 
becomes, by this mysterious reverberation, the frenzy of 
many ; men lose the use, not only of their understandings, 
but of their bodily senses ; while the most obdurate unbe- 
lieving hearts melt, like the rest, in the furnace where all 
are cast as victims and as fuel. It is grievous to think, 
that this noble omnipotence of Sympathy has been so 
rarely the Aaron’s-rod of Truth and Virtue, and so often 
the Enchanter’s-rod of Wickedness and Folly! No soli- 
tary miscreant, scarcely any solitary maniac, would venture 
on such actions and imaginations, as large communities 
of sane men have, in such circumstances, entertained as 
sound wisdom. Witness long scenes of the French Revo- 
lution, in these late times! Levity is no protection against 
such visitations, nor the utmost earnestness of character. 
The New-England Puritan burns witches, wrestles for 
months with the horrors of Satan’s invisible world, and all 
ghastly phantasms, the daily and hourly precursors of the 
Last Day; then suddenly bethinks him that he is frantic, 
weeps bitterly, prays contritely, and the history of that 
gloomy season lies behind him like a frightful dream. 

Old England too has had her share of such frenzies and 
panics ; though happily, like other old maladies, they have 
grown milder of late: and since the days of Titus Oates 
have mostly passed without loss of men’s lives; or indeed 
without much other loss than that of reason, for the time, 
in the sufferers. In this mitigated form, however, the dis- 
temper is of pretty regular recurrence; and may be. 
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reckoned on at intervals, like other natural visitations ; so 
that reasonable men deal with it, as the Londoners do with 
their fogs,—go cautiously out into the groping crowd, and 
patiently carry lanterns at noon; knowing, by a well- 
grounded faith, that the’ sun is still in existence, and will 
one day reappear. How often have we heard, for the last 
fifty years, that the country was wrecked, and fast sinking ; 
whereas, up to this date, the country is entire and afloat! 
The ‘State in Danger’ is a condition of things, which we 
have witnessed a hundred times; and as for the Church, 
it has seldom been out of ‘danger’ since we can remember 
it. 

All men are aware that the present is a crisis of this sort 
and why it has become so. The repeal of the Test Acts, 
and then of the Catholic disabilities, has struck many of 
their admirers with an indescribable astonishment. Those 
things seemed fixed and immovable; deep as the founda- 
tions of the world; and lo, in a moment they have van- 
ished, and their place knows them no more! Our worthy 
friends mistook the slumbering Leviathan for an island ; 
often as they had been assured that Intolerance was, and 
could be nothing but a Monster; and so, mooring under 
the lee, they had anchored comfortably in his scaly rind, 
thinking to take good cheer; as for some space they did. 
But now their Leviathan has suddenly dived under; and 
they can no longer be fastened in the stream of time; but 
must drift forward on it, even like the rest of the world; 
no very appalling fate, we think, could they but understand 
it; which, however, they will not yet, for a season. Their 
little island is gone; sunk deep amid confused eddies ; and 
what is left worth caring for in the universe? What is it 
to them, that the great continents of the earth are still 
standing; and the polestar and all our load-stars, in the 
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heavens, still shining and eternal? Their cherished little 
haven is gone, and they will not be comforted! And 
therefore, day after day, in all manner of periodical or 
perennial publications, the most lugubrious predictions are 
sent forth. The King has virtually abdicated ; the Church 
is a widow, without jointure ; public principle is gone; 
private honesty is going ; society, in short, is fast falling in 
pieces; and a time of unmixed evil is come on us. At 
such a period, it was to be expected that the rage of 
prophecy should be more than usually excited. Accord- 
ingly, the Millenarians have come forth on the right hand, 
and the Millites on the left. The Fifth-monarchy men 
prophesy from the Bible, and the Utilitarians from Bentham. 
The one announces that the last of the seals is to be 
opened, positively, in the year 1860; and the other assures 
us, that ‘the greatest happiness principle’ is to make a 
heaven of earth, in a still shorter time. We know these 
symptoms too well, to think it necessary or safe to interfere 
with them. Time and the hours will bring relief to all 
parties. The grand encourager of Delphic or other noises 
is—the Echo. Left to themselves, they will the sooner 
dissipate, and die away in space. 

Meanwhile, we too admit that the present is an import- 
ant time; as all present time necessarily is. The poorest 
Day that passes over us is the conflux of two Eternities ; it 
is made up of currents that issue from the remotest Past, 
and flow onward into the romotest Future. We were 
wise indeed, could we discern truly the signs of our own 
time; and by knowledge of its wants and advantages, 
wisely adjust our own position in it. Let us, instead of 
gazing idly into the obscure distance, look calmly around 
us, for a little, on the perplexed scene where we stand. 
Perhaps, on a more serious inspection, something of its 
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perplexity will disappear, some of its distinctive characters 
and deeper tendencies more clearly reveal themselves ; 
whereby our own relations to it, our own true aims and 
endeavors in it, may also become clearer. 


Were we required to characterize this age of ours by 
any single epithet, we should be tempted to call it, not an 
Heroical, Devotional, Philosophical, or Moral Age, but, 
above all others, the Mechanical Age. It is the Age of 
Machinery, in every outward and inward sense of that 
word; the age which, with its whole undivided might, 
forwards, teaches and practices the great art of adapting 
means to ends. Nothing is now done directly, or by hand ; 
all is by rule and calculated contrivance. For the simplest 
operation, some helps and accompaniments, some cunning 
abbreviating process is in readiness. Our old modes of 
exertion are all discredited, and thrown aside. On every 
hand, the living artisan is driven from his workshop, to 
make room for a speedier, inanimate one. The shuttle 
drops from the fingers of the weaver, and falls into iron 
fingers that ply it faster. The sailor furls his sail, and lays 
down his oar; and bids a strong, unwearied servant, on 
vaporous wings, bear him through the waters. Men have 
crossed oceans by steam; the Birmingham Fire-king has 
visited the fabulous East ; and the genius of the Cape, were 
there any Camoens now to sing it, has again been alarmed, 
and with far stranger thunders than Gama’s. There is no 
end to machinery. Even the horse is stripped of his 
harness, and finds a fleet fire-horse yoked in his stead. 
Nay, we have an artist that hatches chickens by steam ; the 
very brood-hen is to be superseded! For all earthly, and 
for some unearthly purposes, we have machines and 
mechanic furtherances ; for mincing our cabbages ; for cast- 
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ing us into magnetic sleep. We remove mountains, and 
make seas our smooth highway; nothing can resist us. 
We war with rude Nature; and, by our resistless engines, 
come off always victorious, and loaded with spoils. 

What wonderful accessions have thus been made, and 
are still making, to the physical power of mankind; how 
much better fed, clothed, lodged and, in all outward 
respects, accommodated, men now are, or might be, by a 
given quantity of labor, is a grateful reflection which 
forces itself on every one. What changes, too, this addi- 
tion of power is introducing into the Social System ; how 
wealth has more and more increased, and at the same time 
gathered itself more and more into masses, strangely alter- 
ing the old relations, and increasing the distance between 
the rich and the poor, will be a question for Political Econ- 
omists, and a much more complex and important one than 
any they have yet engaged with. But leaving these mat- 
ters for the present, let us observe how the mechanical 
genius of our time has diffused itself into quite other 
provinces. Not the external and physical alone is now 
managed by machinery, but the internal and spiritual also. 
Here too nothing follows its spontaneous course, nothing is 
left to be accomplished by old, natural methods. Every- 
thing has its cunningly devised implements, its preéstab- 
lished apparatus ; it is not done by hand, but by machinery. 
Thus we have machines for Education; Lancastrian 
machines; Hamiltonian machines; monitors, maps and 
emblems. Instruction, that mysterious communing of 
Wisdom with Ignorance, is no longer an indefinable tenta- 
tive process, requiring a study of individual aptitudes, and 
a perpetual variation of means and methods, to attain the 
same end; but a secure, universal, straightforward business, 
to be conducted in the gross, by proper mechanism, with 
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such intellect as comes to hand. Then, we have Religious 
machines, of all imaginable varieties; the Bible-Society, 
professing a far higher and heavenly structure, is found, on 
inquiry, to be altogether an earthly contrivance ; supported 
by collection of moneys, by fomenting of vanities, by 
puffing, intrigue and chicane; a machine for converting 
the Heathen. It is the same in all other departments. 
Has any man, or any society of men, a truth to speak, a 
piece of spiritual work to do; they can nowise proceed at 
once and with the mere natural organs, but must first call 
a public meeting, appoint committees, issue prospectuses, 
eat a public dinner; in a word, construct or borrow 
machinery, wherewith to speak it and do it. Without 
machinery they were hopeless, helpless ; a colony of Hindoo 
weavers squatting in the heart of Lancashire. Mark, too, 
how every machine must have its moving power, in some 
of the great currents of society ; every little sect among us, 
Unitarians, Utilitarians, Anabaptists, Phrenologists, must 
have its Periodical, its monthly or quarterly Magazine ;— 
hanging out, like its windmill, into the popularis aura, to 
grind meal for the society. 

With individuals, in like manner, natural strength avails 
little. No individual now hopes to accomplish the poorest 
enterprise single-handed, and without mechanical aids; he 
must make interest with some existing corporation, and 
till his field with their oxen. In these days, more emphat- 
ically than ever, ‘to live, signifies to unite with a party, or 
to make one.’ Philosophy, Science, Art, Literature, all 
depend on machinery. No Newton, by silent meditation, 
now discovers the system of the world from the falling of 
an apple; but some quite other than Newton stands in his 
Museum, his Scientific Institution, and behind whole bat- 
teries of retorts, digesters and galvanic piles imperatively 
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‘interrogates Nature,’—who, however, shows no haste to 
answer. In defect of Raphaels, and Angelos, and Mozarts, 
we have Royal Academies of Painting, Sculpture, Music ; 
whereby the languishing spirit of Art may be strengthened, 
as by the more generous diet of Public Kitchen. Litera- 
ture, too, has its Paternoster-row mechanism, its Trade- 
dinners, its Editorial conclaves, and huge subterranean, 
puffing bellows; so that books are not only printed, but, 
in a great measure, written and sold, by machinery. 
National culture, spiritual benefit of all sorts, is under the 
same management. No Queen Christina, in these times, 
needs to send for her Descartes; no King Frederick for 
his Voltaire, and painfully nourish him with pensions and 
flattery: any sovereign of taste, who wishes to enlighten 
his people, has only to impose a new tax, and with the 
proceeds establish Philosophic Institutes. Hence the 
Royal and Imperial Societies, the Bibliothéques, Glypto- 
théques, Technothéques, which front us in all capital cities ; 
like so many well-finished hives, to which it is expected the 
stray agencies of Wisdom will swarm of their own accord, 
and hive and make honey. In like manner, among our- 
selves, when it is thought that religion is declining, we 
have only to vote half-a-million’s worth of bricks and 
mortar, and build new churches. In Ireland, it seems they 
have gone still farther ; having actually established a ‘Pen- 
ny-a-week Purgatory-Society!’ Thus does the Genius of 
Mechanism stand by to help us in all difficulties and emer- 
gencies: and, with his iron back, bears all our burdens. 
These things, which we state lightly enough here, are 
yet of deep import, and indicate a mighty change in our 
whole manner of existence. For the same habit regulates 
not our modes of action alone, but our modes of thought 
and feeling. Men are grown mechanical in head and in 
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heart, as well as in hand. They have lost faith in 
individual endeavor, and in natural force, of any kind. 
Not for internal perfection, but for external combinations 
and arrangements, for institutions, constitutions, —for 
Mechanism of one sort or other, do they hope and struggle. 
Their whole efforts, attachments, opinions, turn on mechan- 
ism, and are of a mechanical character. 

We may trace this tendency in all the great manifesta- 
tions of our time; in its intellectual aspect, the studies it 
most favors and its manner of conducting them; in its 
practical aspects, its politics, arts, religion, morals; in the 
whole sources, and throughout the whole currents, of its 
spiritual, no less than its material activity. 

Consider, for example, the state of Science generally, in 
Europe, at this period. It is admitted, on all sides, that 
the Metaphysical and Moral Sciences are falling into decay, 
while the Physical are engrossing, every day, more respect 
and attention. In most of the European nations, there is 
now no such thing as a Science of Mind; only more or less 
advancement in the general science, or the special sciences, 
of matter. The French were the first to desert Meta- 
physics; and though they have lately affected to revive 
their school, it has yet no signs of vitality. The land of 
Malebranche, Pascal, Descartes and Fenelon, has now only 
its Cousins and Villemains; while, in the department of 
Physics, it reckons far other names. Among ourselves, the 
Philosophy of Mind, after a rickety infancy, which never 
reached the vigor of manhood, fell suddenly into decay, 
languished and finally died out, with its last amiable 
cultivator, Professor Stewart. In no nation but Germany 
has any decisive effort been made in psychological science ; 
not to speak of any decisive result. The science of the age, 
in short, is physical, chemical, physiological ; in all shapes 
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- mechanical. Our favorite Mathematics, the highly prized 
exponent of all these other sciences, has also become more 
and more mechanical. Excellence in what is called its 
higher departments depends less on natural genius, than on 
acquired expertness in wielding its machinery. Without 
undervaluing the wonderful results which a Lagrange or 
Laplace educes by means of it, we may remark, that their 
calculus, differential and integral, is little else than a more 
cunningly-constructed arithmetical mill; where the factors 
being put in, are, as it were, ground into the true product, 
under cover, and without other effort on our part than 
steady turning of the handle. We have more Mathematics 
than ever ; but less Mathesis. Archimedes and Plato could 
-not have read the Afécanique Céleste ; but neither would the 
whole French Institute see aught in that saying, ‘God 
geometrizes |!’ but a sentimental rodomontade. 

Nay, our whole Metaphysics itself, from Locke’s time 
downward, has been physical; not a spiritual philosophy, 
but a material one. The singular estimation in which his 
Essay was so long held as a scientific work (an estimation 
grounded, indeed, on the estimable character of the man) 
will one day be thought a curious indication of. the spirit 
of these times. His whole doctrine is mechanical, in its 
aim and origin, in its method and its results. It is nota 
philosophy of the mind : it is a mere discussion concerning 
the origin of our consciousness, or ideas, or whatever else 
they are called; a genetic history of what we see zz the 
mind. The grand secrets of Necessity and Freewill, of the 
Mind’s vital or non-vital dependence on Matter, of our 
mysterious relations to Time and Space, to God, to the 
Universe, are not, in the faintest degree, touched on in 
these inquiries ; and seem not to have the smallest connec- 
tion with them. 
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The last class of our Scotch Metaphysicians had a dim 
notion that much of this was wrong; but they knew not 
how to right it. The school of Reid had also from the first 
taken a mechanical course, not seeing any other. The 
singular conclusions at which Hume, setting out from their 
admitted premises, was arriving, brought this school into 
being; they let loose Instinct, as an undiscriminating 
bandog, to guard them against these conclusions ;—they 
tugged lustily at the logical chain by which Hume was so 
boldly towing them and the world into bottomless abysses 
of Atheism and Fatalism. But the chain somehow snapped 
between them; and the issue has been that nobody now 
cares about either,—any more than about Hartley’s, 
Darwin’s, or Priestley’s contemporaneous doings in Eng- 
land. Hartley’s vibrations and vibratiuncles, one would 
think, were material and mechanical enough; but our 
Continental neighbors have gone still farther. One of their 
philosophers has lately discovered, that ‘as the liver 
secretes bile, so does the brain secrete thought ;’ which 
astonishing discovery, Dr. Cabanis, more lately still, in his 
Rapports du Physique et du Morale de l’ Homme, has 
pushed into its minutest developments. The metaphysical 
philosophy of this last inquirer is certainly no shadowy or 
unsubstantial one. He fairly lays open our moral structure 
with his dissecting-knives and real metal probes; and 
exhibits it to the inspection of mankind, by Leuwenhoek 
microscopes, and inflation with the anatomical blowpipe. 
Thought, he is inclined to hold, is still secreted by the 
brain; but then Poetry and Religion (and it is really worth 
knowing) are ‘a product of the smaller intestines!’ We 
have the greatest admiration for this learned doctor: with 
what scientific stoicism he walks through the land of 
wonders, unwondering; like a wise man through some 
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huge, gaudy, imposing Vauxhall, whose fire-works, cascades 
and symphonies, the vulgar may enjoy and believe in,—but 
where he finds nothing real but the saltpetre, pasteboard 
and catgut. His book may be regarded as the ultimatum 
of mechanical metaphysics in our time; a remarkable 
realization of what in Martinus Scriblerus was still only an 
idea, that ‘as the jack had a meat-roasting quality, so had 
the body a thinking quality, —upon the strength of which 
the Nurembergers were to build a wood-and-leather man, 
‘who should reason as well as most country parsons.’ 
Vaucanson did indeed make a wooden duck, that seemed 
to eat and digest; but that bold scheme of the Nurem- 
bergers remained for a more modern virtuoso. 

This condition of the two great departments of knowl- 
edge,—the outward, cultivated exclusively on mechanical 
principles ; the inward, finally abandoned, because, cultivated 
on such principles, it is found to yield no result,—sufficiently 
indicates the intellectual bias of our time, its all-pervading 
disposition toward that line of inquiry. In fact, an inward 
persuasion has long been diffusing itself, and now and then 
even comes to utterance, That, except the external, there 
are no true sciences; that to the inward world (if there be 
any) our only conceivable road is through the outward; 
that, in short, what cannot be investigated and understood 
mechanically, cannot be investigated and understood at all. 
We advert the more particularly to these intellectual pro- 
pensities, as to prominent symptoms of our age, because 
Opinion is at all times doubly related to Action, first as 
cause, then as effect ; and the speculative tendency of any 
age will therefore give us, on the whole, the best indications 
of its practical tendency. 

Nowhere, for example, is the deep, almost exclusive 
faith we have in Mechanism more visible than in the Politics 
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of this time. Civil government does, by its nature, include 
much that is mechanical, and must be treated accordingly. 
We term it indeed, in ordinary language, the Machine of 
Society, and talk of it as the grand working wheel from 
which all private machines must derive, or to which they 
must adapt, their movements. Considered merely as a 
metaphor, all this is well enough; but here, as in so many 
other cases, the ‘foam hardens itself into a shell,’—and the 
shadow we have wantonly evoked stands terrible before 
us, and will not depart at our bidding. Government 
includes much also that is not mechanical, and cannot be 
treated mechanically ; of which latter truth, as appears to 
us, the political speculations and exertions of our time are 
taking less and less cognizance. 

Nay, in the very outset, we might note the mighty 
interest taken in mere political arrangements, as itself the 
sign of a mechanical age. The whole discontent of Europe 
takes this direction. The deep, strong cry of all civilized 
nations,—a cry which, every one now sees, must and will 
be answered, is: Give us a reform of Government! A good 
structure of legislation, a proper check upon the executive, 
a wise arrangement of the judiciary, is a// that is wanting 
for human happiness. The Philosopher of this age is not a 
Socrates, a Plato, a Hooker, or Taylor, who inculcates on 
men the necessity and infinite worth of moral goodness, the 
great truth that our happiness depends on the mind which 
is within us, and not on the circumstances which are with- 
out us; but a Smith, a De Lolme, a Bentham, who chiefly 
inculcates the reverse of this,—that our happiness depends 
entirely on external circumstances; nay, that the strength 
and dignity of the mind within us is itself the creature and 
consequence of these. Were the laws, the government, in 
good order, all were well with us; the rest would care for 
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itself! Dissentients from this opinion, expressed or implied, 
are now rarely to be met with; widely and angrily as men 
differ in its application, the principle is admitted by all. 
Equally mechanical, and of equal simplicity, are the 
methods proposed by both parties for completing or secur- 
ing this all-sufficient perfection of arrangement. It is no 
longer the moral, religious, spiritual condition of the people 
that is our concern, but their physical, practical, economical 
condition, as regulated by public laws. Thus is the Body- 
politic more than ever worshiped and tendered; but the 
Soul-politic less than ever. Love of country, in any high 
or generous sense, in any other than an almost animal 
sense, or mere habit, has little importance attached to it in 
such reforms, or in the opposition shown them. Men are 
to be guided only by their self-interests. Good govern- 
ment is a good balancing of these; and, except a keen eye 
and appetite for self-interest, requires no virtue in any 
quarter. To both parties it is emphatically a machine: to 
the discontented, a ‘taxing-machine ;’ to the contented, a 
‘machine for securing property.’ Its duties and its faults 
are not those of a father, but of an active parish-constable. 
Thus it is by the mere condition of the machine; by 
preserving it untouched, or else by reconstructing it, and 
oiling it anew, that man’s salvation as a social being is to be 
insured and indefinitely promoted. Contrive the fabric of 
law aright, and without farther effort on your part, that 
divine spirit of Freedom which all hearts venerate and long 
for, will of herself come to inhabit it; and under her healing 
wings every noxious influence will wither, every good and 
salutary one more and more expand. Nay, so devoted are 
we to this principle, and at the same time so curiously 
mechanical, that a new trade, specially grounded on it, has 
arisen among us, under the name of ‘Codification,’ or code- 
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making in the abstract; whereby any people, for a reason- 
able consideration, may be accommodated with a patent 
code ;—more easily than curious individuals with patent 
breeches, for the people does zof need to be measured 
first. 

To us who live in the midst of all this, and see con- 
tinually the faith, hope and practice of every one founded 
on Mechanism of one kind or other, it is apt to seem quite 
natural, and as if it could never have been otherwise. 
Nevertheless, if we recollect or reflect a little, we shall find 
both that it has been, and might again be otherwise. The 
domain of Mechanism,—meaning thereby political, ecclesi- 
astical or other outward establishments,—was once con- 
sidered as embracing, and we are persuaded can at any 
time embrace, but a limited portion of man’s interests, and 
by no means the highest portion. 

To speak a little pedantically, there is a science of 
Dynamics in man’s fortunes and nature, as well as of 
Mechanics. There is a science which treats of, and 
practically addresses, the primary, unmodified forces and 
energies of man, the mysterious springs of Love, and Fear, 
and Wonder, of Enthusiasm, Poetry, Religion, all which 
have a truly vital and zz/inzte character ; as well as a science 
which practically addresses the finite, modified develop- 
ments of these, when they take the shape of immediate 
‘motives,’ as hope of reward, or as fear of punishment. 

Now it is certain, that in former times the wise men, the 
enlightened lovers of their kind, who appeared generally as 
Moralists, Poets, or Priests, did, without neglecting the 
Mechanical province, deal chiefly with the Dynamical ; 
applying themselves chiefly to regulate, increase and purify 
the inward primary powers of man; and fancying that 
herein lay the main difficulty, and the best service they 
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could undertake. But a wide difference is manifest in our 
age. For the wise men, who now appear as Political Phil- 
osophers, deal exclusively with the Mechanical province ; 
and occupying themselves in counting up and estimating 
men’s motives, strive by curious checking and balancing, 
and other adjustments of Profit and Loss, to guide them to 
their true adyantage: while, unfortunately, those same 
‘motives’ are so innumerable, and so variable in every 
individual, that no really useful conclusion can ever be 
drawn from their enumeration. But though Mechanism, 
wisely contrived, has done much for man in a social and 
moral point of view, we cannot be persuaded that it has 
ever been the chief source of his worth or happiness. 
Consider the great elements of human enjoyment, the 
attainments and possessions that exalt man’s life to its 
present height, and see what part of these he owes to 
institutions, to Mechanism of any kind; and what to the 
instinctive, unbounded force, which Nature herself lent him, 
and still continues to him. Shall we say, for example, that 
Science and Art are indebted principally to the founders of 
Schools and Universities? Did not Science originate rather, 
and gain advancement, in the obscure closets of the Roger 
Bacons, Keplers, Newtons ; in the workshops of the Fausts 
and the Watts; wherever, and in what guise soever 
Nature, from the first times downward, had sent a gifted 
spirit upon the earth? Again, were Homer and Shakspeare 
members of any beneficed guild, or made Poets by means 
of it? Were Painting and Sculpture created by fore- 
thought, brought into the world by institutions for that 
end? No; Science and Art have, from first to last, been 
the free gift of Nature; an unsolicited, unexpected gift; 
often even a fatal one. These things rose up, as it were, by 
spontaneous growth, in the free soil and sunshine of Nature. 
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They were not planted or grafted, nor even greatly multi- 
plied or improved by the culture or manuring of institu- 
tions. Generally speaking, they have derived only partial 
help from these; often enough have suffered damage. 
They made constitutions for themselves. They originated 
in the Dynamical nature of man, not in his Mechanical 
Nature. 

Or, to take an infinitely higher instance, that of the 
Christian Religion, which, under every theory of it, in the 
believing or unbelieving mind, must ever be regarded as 
the crowning glory, or rather the life and soul, of our whole 
modern culture: How did Christianity arise and spread 
abroad among men? Was it by institutions, and establish- 
ments, and well arranged systems of mechanism? Not so; 
on the contrary, in all past and existing institutions for 
those ends, its divine spirit has invariably been found to 
languish and decay. It arose in the mystic deeps of man’s 
soul; and was spread abroad by the ‘preaching of the 
word,’ by simple, altogether natural and individual efforts ; 
and flew, like hallowed fire, from heart to heart, till all 
were purified and illuminated by it; and its heavenly light 
shone, as it still shines, and (as sun or star) will ever shine, 
through the whole dark destinies of man. Here again was 
no Mechanism ; man’s highest attainment was accomplished 
Dynamically, not Mechanically. Nay, we will venture to 
say, that no high attainment, not even any far-extending 
movement among men, was ever accomplished otherwise. 
Strange as it may seem, if we read History with any degree 
of thoughtfulness, we shall find, that the checks and 
balances of Profit and Loss have never been the grand 
agents with men; that they have never been roused into 
deep, thorough, all-pervading efforts by any computable 
prospect of Profit and Loss, for any visible, finite object ; 
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but always for some invisible and infinite one. The 
Crusades took their rise in Religion ; their visible object 
was, commercially speaking, worth nothing. It was the 
boundless Invisible world that was laid bare in the imagina- 
tions of those men; and in its burning light, the, visible 
shrunk as a scroll. Not mechanical, nor produced by 
mechanical means, was this vast movement. No dining at 
Freemason’s Tavern, with the other long train of modern 
machinery ; no cunning reconciliation, of ‘vested interests,’ 
was required here: only the passionate voice of one man, 
the rapt soul looking through the eyes of one man; and 
rugged, steel-clad Europe trembled beneath his words, and 
followed him whither he listed. In later ages it was still the 
same. The Reformation had an invisible, mystic and ideal 
aim; the result was indeed to be embodied in external 
things; but its spirit, its worth, was internal, invisible, 
infinite. Our English Revolution too originated in Religion. 
Men did battle, in those old days, not for Purse-sake, but 
for Conscience-sake. Nay, in our own days it is no way 
different. The French Revolution itself had something 
higher in it than cheap bread and a Habeas-corpus act. 
Here too was an Idea; a Dynamic, not a Mechanic force. 
It was a struggle, though a blind and at last an insane one, 
for the infinite, divine nature of Right, of Freedom, of 
Country. 

Thus does man, in every age, vindicate, consciously or 
unconsciously, his celestial birthright. Thus does Nature 
hold on her wondrous, unquestionable course; and all our 
systems and theories are but so many froth-eddies or sand- 
banks, which from time to time she casts up, and washes 
away. When we can drain the Ocean into mill-ponds, 
and bottle up the Force of Gravity, to be sold by retail, in 
glass-jars, then may we hope to comprehend the infinitudes 
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of man’s soul under formulas of Profit and Loss; and rule 
over this too,as over a patent engine, by checks, and 
valves, and balances. 

Nay, even with regard to Government itself, can it be 
necessary to remind any one that Freedom, without which 
indeed all spiritual life is impossible, depends on infinitely 
more complex influences than either the extension or the 
curtailment of the ‘democratic interest?’ Who is there 
that, ‘taking the high przorz road,’ shall point out what 
these influences are; what deep, subtle, inextricably 
entangled influences they have been and may be? For 
man is not the creature and product of Mechanism; but, 
in a far truer sense, its creator and producer : it is the noble 
People that makes the noble Government; rather than con- 
versely. On the whole, Institutions are much; but they 
are not all. The freest and highest spirits of the world 
have often been found under strange outward circum- 
stances: Saint Paul and his brother Apostles were polit- 
ically slaves ; Epictetus was personally one. Again, forget 
the influences of Chivalry and Religion, and ask: What 
countries produced Columbus and Las Casas? Or, 
descending from virtue and heroism, to mere energy and 
spiritual talent: Cortez, Pizarro, Alba, Ximenes? The 
Spaniards of the sixteenth century were indisputably the 
noblest nation of Europe; yet they had the Inquisition and 
Philip I]. They have the same government at this day ; 
and are the lowest nation. The Dutch too have retained 
their old constitution ; but no Siege of Leyden, no William 
the Silent, not even an Egmont or De Witt any longer 
appears among them. With ourselves also, where much 
has changed, effect has nowise followed cause as it should 
have done: two centuries ago, the Commons Speaker 
addressed Queen Elizabeth on bended knees, happy that 
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the virago’s foot did not even smite him; yet the people 
were then governed, not by a Castlereagh, but by a 
Burleigh; they had their Shakspeare and Philip Sidney, 
where we have our Sheridan Knowles and Beau Brummel. 

These and the like facts are so familiar, the truths which 
they preach so obvious, and have in all past times been so 
universally believed and acted on, that we should almost 
feel ashamed for repeating them ; were it not that, on every 
hand, the memory of them seems to have passed away, or 
at best died into a faint tradition of no value as a practical 
principle. To judge by the loud clamor of our Constitu- 
tion-builders, Statists, Economists, directors, creators, 
reformers of Public Societies; in a word, all manner of 
Mechanists, from the Cart-wright up to the Code-maker ; 
and by the nearly total silence of all Preachers and 
Teachers who should give a voice to Poetry, Religion and 
Morality, we might fancy either that man’s Dynamical 
nature was, to all spiritual intents, extinct, or else so per- 
fected that nothing more was to be made of it by the old 
means ; and henceforth, only in his Mechanical contrivances 
did any hope exist for him. 

To define the limits of these two departments of man’s 
activity, which work into one another, and by means of 
one another, so intricately and inseparably, were by its 
nature an impossible attempt. Their relative importance, 
even to the wisest mind, will vary in different times, accord- 
ing to the special wants and dispositions of these times. 
Meanwhile, it seems clear enough that only in the right 
coordination of the two, and the vigorous forwarding of 
both, does our true line of action lie. Undue cultivation 
of the inward or Dynamical province leads to idle, vis- 
ionary, impracticable courses, and, especially in rude eras, 
to Superstition and Fanaticism, with their long train of 
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baleful and well-known evils. Undue cultivation of the 
outward, again, though less immediately prejudicial, and 
even for the time productive of many palpable benefits, 
must, in the long-run, by destroying Moral Force, which 
is the parent of all other Force, prove not less certainly, 
and perhaps still more hopelessly, pernicious. This, we 
take it, is the grand characteristic of our age. By our skill 
in Mechanism, it has come to pass, that in the manage- 
ment of external things we excel all other ages; while in 
whatever respects the pure moral nature, in true dignity 
of soul and character, we are perhaps inferior to most 
civilized ages. 

In fact, if we look deeper, we shall find that this faith in 
Mechanism has now struck its roots down into man’s most 
intimate, primary sources of conviction; and is thence 
sending up, over his whole life and activity, innumerable 
stems,—fruit-bearing and poison-bearing. The truth is, 
men have lost their belief in the Invisible, and believe, and 
hope, and work only in the Visible; or, to speak it in other 
words: This is not a Religious age. Only the material, 
the immediately practical, not the divine and spiritual, is 
important to us. The infinite, absolute character of Virtue 
has passed into a finite, conditional one; it is no longer 
a worship of the Beautiful and Good; but a calculation 
of the Profitable. Worship, indeed, in any sense, is not 
recognized among us, or is mechanically explained into 
Fear of pain, or Hope of pleasure. Our true Deity is 
Mechanism. It has subdued external Nature for us, and 
we think it will do all other things. We are Giants in 
physical power: in a deeper than metaphorical sense, we 
are Titans, that strive, by heaping mountain on mountain, 
to conquer Heaven also. 

The strong Mechanical character, so visible in the spirit- 
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ual pursuits and methods of this age, may be traced much 
farther into the condition and prevailing disposition of our 
spiritual nature itself. Consider, for example, the general 
fashion of Intellect in this era. Intellect, the power man 
has of knowing and believing, is now nearly synonymous 
with Logic, or the mere power of arranging and communi- 
cating. Its implement is not Meditation, but Argument. 
‘Cause and effect’ is almost the only category under which 
we look at, and work with, all Nature. Our first question 
with regard to any object is not, What is it? but, How is 
it? We are no longer instinctively driven to apprehend, 
and lay to heart, what is Good and Lovely, but rather to 
inquire, as onlookers, how it is produced, whence it comes, 
whither it goes. Our favorite Philosophers have no love 
and no hatred; they stand among us not to do, nor to 
create anything, but as a sort of Logic-mills to grind out 
the true causes and effects of all that is done and created. 
To the eye of a Smith, a Hume or a Constant, all is well 
that works quietly. An Order of Ignatius Loyola, a Pres- 
byterianism of John Knox, a Wickliff or a Henry the 
Eighth, are simply so many mechanical phenomena, caused 
or causing. 

The Zuphuist of our day differs much from his pleasant 
predecessors. An intellectual dapperling of these times 
boasts chiefly of his irresistible perspicacity, his ‘ dwelling 
in the daylight of truth,’ and so forth ; which, on examin- 
ation, turns out to bea dwelling in the vush-light of ‘ closet- 
logic,’ and a deep unconsciousness that there is any other 
light to dwell in or any other objects to survey with it. 
Wonder, indeed, is, on all hands, dying out: it is the sign 
of uncultivation to wonder. Speak to any small man ofa 
high, majestic Reformation, of a high, majestic Luther ; 
and forthwith he sets about ‘accounting’ for it; how the 
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‘circumstances of the time’ called for such a character, and 
found him, we suppose, standing girt and road-ready, to 
do its errand ; how the ‘ circumstances of the time’ created, 
fashioned, floated him quietly along into the result ; how, 
in short, this small man, had he been there, could have 
performed the like himself! For it is the ‘force of circum- 
stances’ that does everything ; the force of one man can do 
nothing. Now all this is grounded on little more than a 
metaphor. We figure Society as a ‘Machine,’ and that 
mind is opposed to mind, as body is to body; whereby 
two, or at most ten, little minds must be stronger than one 
great mind. Notable absurdity! For the plain truth, very 
plain, we think, is, that minds are opposed to minds in 
quite a different way; and ome man that has a higher 
Wisdom, a hitherto unknown spiritual Truth in him, is 
stronger, not than ten men that have it not, or than ten 
thousand, but than a/7 men that have it not; and stands 
among them with a quite ethereal, angelic power, as with 
a sword out of Heaven’s own armory, sky-tempered, 
which no buckler, and no tower of brass, will finally 
withstand. 

But to us, in these times, such considerations rarely 
occur. We enjoy, we see nothing by direct vision; but 
only by reflection, and in anatomical dismemberment. 
Like Sir Hudibras, for every Why we must have a Where- 
fore. We have our little theory on all human and divine 
things. Poetry, the working of genius itself, which in all 
times, with one or another meaning, has been called Inspi- 
ration, and held to be mysterious and inscrutable, is no 
longer without its scientific exposition. The building of 
the lofty rhyme is like any other masonry or bricklaying : 
we have theories of its rise, height, decline and fall,—which 
latter, it would seem, is now near, among all people. Of 
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our ‘Theories of Taste,’ as they are called, wherein the 
deep, infinite, unspeakable Love of Wisdom and Beauty, 
which dwells in all men, is ‘ explained,’ made mechanically 
visible, from ‘Association’ and the like, why jshould we 
say anything? Hume has written} us a ‘ Natural History 
of Religion ;’ in which one Natural History all the rest are 
included. Strangely too does the general feeling coincide 
with Hume’s in this wonderful problem; for whether his 
‘Natural History’ be the right one or not, that Religion 
must have a Natural History, all of us, cleric and laic, seem 
to be agreed. He indeed regards it as a Disease, we again 
as Health; so far there is a difference; but in our first 
principle we are at one. 

To what extent theological Unbelief, we mean intellec- 
tual dissent from the Church, in its view of Holy Writ, 
prevails at this day, would be a highly important, were it 
not, under any circumstances, an almost impossible inquiry. 
But the Unbelief, which is of a still more fundamental char- 
acter, every man may see prevailing, with scarcely any but 
the faintest contradiction, all around him; even in the 
Pulpit itself. Religion in most countries, more or less in 
every country, is no longer what it was, and should be,— 
a thousand-voiced psalm from the heart of Man to his 
invisible Father, the fountain of all Goodness, Beauty, 
Truth, and revealed in every revelation of these; but for 
the most part, a wise prudential feeling grounded on mere 
calculation ; a matter, as all others now are, of Expediency 
and Utility; whereby some smaller quantum of earthly 
enjoyment may be exchanged for a far larger quantum of 
celestial enjoyment. Thus Religion too is Profit, a working 
for wages; not Reverence, but vulgar Hope or Fear. 
Many, we know, very many, we hope, are still religious in 
a far different sense; were it not so, our case were too 
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desperate: but to witness that such is the temper of the 
times, we take any calm observant man, who agrees or 
disagrees in our feeling on the matter, and ask him whether 
our vzew of it is not in general well-founded. 

Literature too, if we consider it, gives similar testimony. 
At no former era has Literature, the printed communica- 
tion of Thought, been of such importance as it is now. 
We often hear that the Church is in danger; and truly so 
it is,—in a danger it seems not to know of: for, with its 
tithes in the most perfect safety, its functions are becoming 
more and more superseded. The true Church of England, 
at this moment, lies in the Editors of its Newspapers. 
These preach to the people daily, weekly ; admonishing 
kings themselves; advising peace or war, with an author- 
ity which only the first Reformers, and a long-past class 
of Popes, were possessed of; inflicting moral censure; 
imparting moral encouragement, consolation, edification ; 
in all ways diligently ‘administering the Discipline of the 
Church.’ It may be said too, that in private disposition 
the new Preachers somewhat resemble the Mendicant 
Friars of old times: outwardly full of holy zeal; inwardly 
not without stratagem, and hunger for terrestrial things. 
But omiti ng this class, and the boundless host of watery 
personages who pipe, as they are able, on so many scran- 
nel straws, let us look at the higher regions of Literature, 
where, if anywhere, the pure melodies of Poesy and Wis- 
dom should be heard. Of natural talent there is no defi- 
ciency: one or two richly-endowed individuals even give 
us a superiority in this respect. But what is the song they 
sing? Is it a tone of the Memnon Statue, breathing music 
as the Zight first touches it? A ‘liquid wisdom,’ disclosing 
to our sense the deep, infinite harmonies of Nature and 
man’s soul? Alasno! It is not a matin or vesper hymn 
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to the Spirit of Beauty, but a fierce clashing of cymbals, 
and shouting of multitudes, as children pass through the 
fire to Moloch! Poetry itself has no eye for the Invisible. 
Beauty is no longer the god it worships, but some brute 
image of strength; which we may well call an idol, for 
true Strength is one and the same with Beauty, and its 
worship also is a hymn. The meek, silent Light can 
mold, create and purify all Nature; but the loud Whirl- 
wind, the sign and product of Disunion, of Weakness, 
passes on, and is forgotten. How widely this veneration 
for the physically Strongest has spread itself through Liter- 
ature, any one may judge, who reads either criticism or 
poem. We praise a work, not as ‘true,’ but as ‘strong ;’ 
our highest praise is that it has ‘affected’ us, has ‘terrified’ 
us. All this, it has been well observed, is the ‘maximum 
of the Barbarous,’ the symptom, not of vigorous refinement, 
but of luxurious corruption. It speaks much, too, for 
men’s indestructible love of truth, that nothing of this kind 
will abide with them; that even the talent of a Byron can- 
not permanently seduce us into idol-worship ; that he too, 
with all his wild siren charming, already begins to be 
disregarded and forgotten. 

Again, with respect to our Moral condition: here also, 
he who runs may read that the same physical, mechanical 
influences are everywhere busy. For the ‘superior 
morality,’ of which we hear so much, we too would desire 
to be thankful: at the same time, it were but blindness to 
deny that this ‘superior morality’ is properly rather an 
‘inferior criminality,’ produced not by greater love of 
Virtue, but by greater perfection of Police ; and of that far 
subtler and stronger Police, called Public Opinion. This 
last watches over us with its Argus eyes more keenly than 
ever; but the ‘inward eye’ seems heavy with sleep. Of 
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any belief in invisible, divine things, we find as few traces in 
our Morality as elsewhere. It is by tangible, material 
considerations that we are guided, not by inward and 
spiritual. Self-denial, the parent of all virtue, in any true 
sense of that word, has perhaps seldom been rarer: so rare 
is it, that the most, even in their abstract speculations, 
regard its existence as a chimera. Virtue is Pleasure, is 
Profit; no celestial, but an earthly thing. Virtuous men, 
Philanthropists, Martyrs are happy accidents; their ‘taste’ 
lies the right way! In all senses, we worship and follow 
after Power; which may be called a physical pursuit. 
No man now loves Truth, as Truth must be loved, with an 
infinite love; but only with a finite love, and as it were 
par amours. Nay, properly speaking, he does not believe 
and know it, but only ‘¢hznks’ it, and that ‘there is every 
probability!’ He preaches it aloud, and rushes courage- 
ously forth with it,—if there is a multitude huzzaing at his 
back ; yet ever keeps looking over his shoulder, and the 
instant the huzzaing languishes, he too stops short. In 
fact, what morality we have takes the shape of Ambition, 
of Honor: beyond money and money’s worth, our only 
rational blessedness is Popularity. It were but a fool’s 
trick to die for conscience. Only for ‘character,’ by duel, 
or, in case of extremity, by suicide, is the wise man bound 
to die. By arguing on the ‘force of circumstances,’ we 
have argued away all force from ourselves; and stand 
leashed together, uniform in dress and movement, like the 
rowers of some boundless galley. This and that may be 
right and true; dv¢ we must not do it. Wonderful ‘Force 
of Public Opinion!’ We must act and walk in all points as 
it prescribes ; follow the traffic it bids us, realize the sum 
of money, the degree of ‘influence’ it expects of us, or we 
shall be lightly esteemed; certain mouthfuls of articulate 
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wind will be blown at us, and this what mortal courage can 
front? Thus, while civil liberty is more and more secured 
to us, our moral liberty is all but lost. Practically con- 
sidered, our creed is Fatalism; and, free in hand and foot, 
we are shackled in heart and soul with far straiter than 
feudal chains. Truly may we say, with the Philosopher, 
‘the deep meaning of the Laws of Mechanism lies heavy on 
us;’ and in the closet, in the market-place, in the temple, 
by the social hearth, encumbers the whole movement of 
our mind, and over our noblest faculties is spreading a 
nightmare sleep. 


These dark features, we are aware, belong more or less 
to other ages, as well as to ours. This faith in Mechanism, 
in the all-importance of physical things, is in every age the 
common refuge of Weakness and blind Discontent ; of all 
who believe, as many will ever do, that man’s true good 
lies without him, not within. We are aware also, that, as 
applied to ourselves, in all their aggravation, they form but 
half a picture; that in the whole picture there are bright 
lights as well as gloomy shadows. If we here dwell chiefly 
on the latter, let us not be blamed; it isin general more 
profitable to reckon up our defects than to boast of our 
attainments. 

Neither, with all these evils more or less clearly before 
us, have we at any time despaired of the fortunes of society. 
Despair, or even despondency, in that respect, appears to 
us, in all cases, a groundless feeling. We have a faith in 
the imperishable dignity of man; in the high vocation to 
which, throughout this his earthly history, he has been 
appointed. However it may be with individual nations, 
whatever melancholic speculators may assert, it seems a 
well-ascertained fact, that in all times, reckoning even from 
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those of the Heraclids and Pelasgi, the happiness and 
greatness of mankind at large have been continually 
progressive. Doubtless this age also is advancing. Its 
very unrest, its ceaseless activity, its discontent contains 
matter of promise. Knowledge, education are opening the 
eyes of the humblest ; are increasing the number of thinking 
minds without limit. This is as it should be; for not in 
turning back, not in resisting, but only in resolutely 
struggling forward, does our life consist. Nay, after all, 
our spiritual maladies are but of Opinion; we are but 
fettered by chains of our own forging, and which ourselves 
also can rend asunder. This deep, paralyzed subjection to 
physical objects comes not from Nature, but from our own 
unwise mode of wewing Nature. Neither can we under- 
stand that man wants, at this hour, any faculty of heart, 
soul or body,,that ever belonged to him. ‘He, who has 
been born, has been a First Man ;’ has had lying before his 
young eyes, and as yet unhardened into scientific shapes, a 
world as plastic, infinite, divine, as lay before the eyes 
of Adam himself. If Mechanism, like some glass bell, 
encircles and imprisons us ; if the soul looks forth on a fair 
heavenly country which it cannot reach, and pines, and in 
its scanty atmosphere is ready to perish,—yet the bell is 
but of glass; ‘one bold stroke to break the bell in pieces, 
and thou art delivered!’ Not the invisible world is want- 
ing, for it dwells in man’s soul, and this last is still here. 
Are the solemn temples, in which the Divinity was once 
visibly revealed among us, crumbling away? We can 
repair them, we can rebuild them. The wisdom, the heroic 
worth of our forefathers, which we have lost, we can recover. 
That admiration of old nobleness, which now so often shows 
itself as a faint dzlettanteism, will one day become a generous 
emulation, and man may again be all that he has been, and 
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more than he has been. Nor are these the mere daydreams 
of fancy; they,are clear possibilities ; nay, in this time they 
are even assuming the character of hopes. Indications we 
do see, in other countries and in our own, signs infinitely 
cheering to us, that Mechanism is not always to be our hard 
taskmaster, but one day to be our pliant, all-ministering 
servant; that a new and brighter spiritual era is slowly 
evolving itself for all men. But on these things our present 
course forbids us to enter. 

Meanwhile that great outward changes are in progress, 
can be doubtful to no one. The time is sick and out of 
joint. Many things have reached their hight; and it is a 
wise adage that tells us, ‘the darkest hour is nearest the 
dawn.’ Wherever we can gather indication of the public 
thought, whether from printed books, as in France or 
Germany, or from Carbonari rebellions and other political 
tumults, as in Spain, Portugal, Italy and Greece, the voice 
it utters is the same. The thinking minds of all nations call 
for change. There is a deep-lying struggle in the whole 
fabric of society ; a boundless grinding collision of the New 
with the Old. The French Revolution, as is now visible 
enough, was not the parent of this mighty movement, but 
its offspring. Those two hostile influences, which always 
exist in human things, and on the constant intercommunion 
of which depend their health and safety, had lain in 
separate masses, accumulating through generations, and 
France was the scene of their fiercest explosion; but the 
final issue was not unfolded in that country: nay it is not 
yet anywhere unfolded. Political freedom is hitherto the 
object of these efforts; but they will not and cannot stop 
there. It is toward a higher freedom than mere freedom 
from oppression by his fellow-mortal, that man dimly 
aims. Of this higher, heavenly freedom, which is ‘man’s 
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reasonable service,’ all his noble institutions, his faithful 
endeavors and loftiest attainments, are but the body, and 
more and more approximated emblem. 

On the whole, as this wondrous planet, Earth, is journey- 
ing with its fellows through infinite Space, so are the 
wondrous destinies embarked on it journeying through 
infinite Time, under a higher guidance than ours. For the 
present, as our astronomy informs us, its path lies toward 
Hercules, the constellation of Physical Power: but that is 
not our most pressing concern. Go where it will, the deep 
HEAVEN will be around it. Therein let us have hope and 
sure faith. To reform a world, to reform a nation, no wise 
man will undertake; and all but foolish men know, that the 
only solid, though a far slower reformation, is what each 
begins and perfects on himself. 
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BOOK IV. 
CHARTISM. 


CHAPTER. I. 
CONDITION-OF-ENGLAND QUESTION. 


[Chartism is in many respects Carlyle’s best social work. 
Appearing in 1839, immediately after Zhe French Revolution, 
he writes in the fullness of his powers and yet with a somewhat 
more restrained impetuosity than in most of his works of this 
period. It is Carlyle’s most economic work. Chartism was a 
movement that sprang up after the passage of the Reform Bill of 
1832. The passage of that bill had awakened new hope among 
the people. The leaders of this agitation embodied their demands 
in a document which they termed the People’s Charter. It 
embraced these six points: Universal suffrage; annual Parlia- 
ments ; vote by ballot; abolition of property qualification for a 
seat in the House of Commons; payment of members; equal 
electoral districts. Most of these points have been since gained in 
England, yet at the time they created intense excitement in all 
circles of society. Carlyle, as usual, goes beneath their outer form 
to their inner spirit. He reads them as they should be read. With 
the temporary relief that came to England after the Repeal of the 
Corn-Laws in 1846, Chartism died away. As has been well said 
‘the political movement had become social, and the social move- 
ment had become political.’’ Men said that Chartism had failed. 
How truly it had succeeded, history now shows. Carlyle had 
rightly read its real significance.—EDp. ] 


FEELING very generally exists that the condition 
A and disposition of the working Classes is a rather 
ominous matter at present ; that something ought to 
be said, something ought to be done, in regard to it. And 
surely at an epoch of history when the ‘National Petition’ 
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carts itself in wagons along the streets, and is presented 
‘bound with iron hoops, four men bearing it,’ to a Reformed 
House of Commons; and Chartism numbered by the 
million and half, taking nothing by its iron-hooped Petition, 
breaks out into brickbats, cheap pikes, and even into 
sputterings of conflagration, such very general feeling 
cannot be considered unnatural! To us individually this 
matter appears, and has for many years appeared, to be the 
most ominous of all practical matters whatever ; matter in 
regard to which if something be not done, something will 
do itself one day, and in a fashion that will please nobody. 
The time is verily come for acting in it; how much more 
for consultation about acting in it, for speech and articulate 
inquiry about it! 

We are aware that, according to the newspapers, Chart- 
ism is extinct; that a Reformed Ministry has ‘put down 
the chimera of Chartism’ in the most felicitous effectual 
manner. So say the newspapers ;—and yet, alas, most 
readers of newspapers know withal that it is indeed the 
‘chimera’ of Chartism, not the reality, which has been put 
down. The distracted incoherent embodiment of Chartism, 
whereby in late months it took shape and became visible, 
this has been put down; or rather has fallen down and 
gone asunder by gravitation and law of nature; but the 
living essence of Chartism has not been put down. Chart- 
ism means the bitter discontent grown fierce and mad, the 
wrong condition therefore or the wrong disposition, of the 
Working Classes of England. It is a new name for a thing 
which has had many names, and which will yet have many. 
The matter of Chartism is weighty, deep-rooted, far extend- 
ing; did not begin yesterday; will by no means end this 
day or to-morrow. Reform Ministry, constabulary rural 
police, new levy of soldiers, grants of money to Birming- 
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ham; all this is well, or is not well; all this will put down 
only the embodiment or ‘chimera’ of Chartism. The 
essence continuing, new and ever new embodiments, 
chimeras madder or less mad, have to continue. The 
melancholy fact remains, that this thing known at present 
by the name Chartism does exist, has existed; and, either 
‘put down,’ into secret treason, with rusty pistols, vitriol- 
bottle and match-box, or openly brandishing pike and 
torch (one knows not in which case more fatal-looking), is 
like to exist till quite other methods have been tried with 
it. What means this bitter discontent of the Working 
Classes? Whence comes it, whither goes it? Above all, at 
what price, on what terms, will it probably consent to 
depart from us and die into rest? These are questions. 

To say that it is mad, incendiary, nefarious, is no 
answer. To say all this, in never so many dialects, is 
saying little. ‘Glasgow Thuggery,’ ‘Glasgow Thugs;’ it 
is a witty nickname: the practice of ‘Number 60’ entering 
his dark room, to contract for and settle the price of blood 
with operative assassins, in a Christian city, once distin- 
guished by its rigorous Christianism, is doubtless a fact 
worthy of all horror: but what will horror do for it? What 
will execration ; nay at bottom what will condemnation and 
banishment to Botany Bay do for it? Glasgow Thuggery, 
Chartist torch-meetings, Birmingham riots, Swing conflagra- 
tions, are so many symptoms on the surface; you abolish 
the symptom to no purpose, if the disease is left untouched. 
Boils on the surface are curable or incurable,—small 
matter which, while the virulent humor festers deep within ; 
poisoning the source of life; and certain enough to find 
for itself ever new boils and sore issues ; ways of announc- 
ing that it continues there, that it would fain not continue 
there, ‘ 
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Delirious Chartism will not have raged entirely to no 
purpose, as indeed no earthly thing does so, if it have 
forced all thinking men of the community to think of this 
vital matter, too apt to be overlooked otherwise. Is the 
condition of the English working people wrong ; so wrong 
that rational working men cannot, will not, and even should 
not rest quiet under it? A most grave case, complex 
beyond all others in the world; a case wherein Botany 
Bay, constabulary rural police, and such like, will avail but 
little. Or is the discontent itself mad, like the shape it 
took? Not the condition of the working people that is 
wrong; but their disposition, their own thoughts, belief 
and feelings that are wrong? This too were a most grave 
case, little less alarming, little less complex, than the former 
one. In this case too, where constabulary police and mere 
rigor of coercion seems more at home, coercion will by no 
means do all, coercion by itself will not even do much. If 
there do exist general madness of discontent, then sanity 
and some measure of content must be brought about 
again,—not by constabulary police alone. When the 
thoughts of a people, in the great mass of it, have grown 
mad, the combined issue of that people’s workings will be 
a madness, an incoherency and ruin! Sanity will have to 
be recovered for the general mass; coercion itself will 
otherwise cease to be able to coerce. 

We have heard it asked, Why Parliament throws no 
light on this question of the Working Classes, and the con- 
dition or disposition they are in? Truly to a remote 
observer of Parliamentary procedure it seems surprising, 
especially in late Reformed times, to see what space this 
question occupies in the Debates of the Nation. Can any 
other business whatsoever be so pressing on legislators? 
A Reformed Parliament, one would think, should inquire 
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into popufar discontents Jefore they get the length of pikes 
and torches! For what end at all are men, Honorable 
Members and Reform Members, sent to St. Stephen’s, with 
clamor and effort; kept talking, struggling, motioning and 
counter-motioning? The condition of the great body of 
people in a country is the condition of the country itself: 
this you would say is a truism in all times ; a truism rather 
pressing to get recognized as a truth now, and be acted 
upon, in these times. Yet read Hansard’s Debates, or the 
Morning Papers, if you have nothing to do! The old 
grand question, whether A is to be in office or B, with the 
innumerable subsidiary questions growing out of that, 
courting paragraphs and suffrages for a blessed solution 
of that: Canada question, Irish Appropriation question, 
West India question, Queen’s Bedchamber question ; 
Game Laws, Usury Laws; African Blacks, Hill Coolies, 
Smithfield cattle, and Dog-carts,—all manner of questions 
and subjects, except simply this, the alpha and omega of 
all! Surely Honorable Members ought to speak of the 
Condition-of-England question too. Radical Members, 
above all; friends of the people; chosen with effort, by the 
people, to interpret and articulate the dumb deep want of 
the people! To a remote observer they seem oblivious 
of their duty. Are they not there, by trade, mission, and 
express appointment of themselves and others, to speak for 
the good of the British Nation? Whatsoever great British 
interest can the least speak for itself, for that beyond all 
they are called to speak. They are either speakers for that 
great dumb toiling class which cannot speak or they are 
nothing that one can well specify. 

Alas, the remote observer knows not the nature of Par- 
liaments: how Parliaments, extant there for the British 
Nation’s sake, find that they are extant withal for their own 
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sake; how Parliaments travel so naturally, in their deep- 
rutted routine, common-place worn into ruts axle-deep, 
from which only strength, insight and courageous generous 
exertion can lift any Parliament or vehicle; how in Parlia- 
ments, Reformed or Unreformed, there may chance to be 
a strong man, an original, clear-sighted, great hearted, 
patient and valiant man, or there may chance to be none 
such ;—how, on the whole, Parliaments, lumbering along 
in their deep ruts of common-place, find, as so many of us 
otherwise do, that the ruts ave axle-deep, and the traveling 
very toilsome of itself, and for the day the evil thereof suffi- 
cient! What Parliaments ought to have done in this busi- 
ness, what they will, can or cannot yet do, and where the 
limits of their faculty and culpability may lie, in regard to 
it, were a long investigation ; into which we need not enter 
at this moment. What they have done is unhappily plain 
enough. Hitherto, on this most national of questions, the 
Collective Wisdom of the Nation has availed us as good 
as nothing whatever. 

And yet, as we say, it is a question which cannot be left 
to the Collective Folly of the Nation! In or out of Parlia- 
ment, darkness, neglect, hallucination must contrive to 
cease in regard to it; true insight into it must be had. 
How inexpressibly useful were true insight into it; a gen- 
uine understanding by the upper classes of society what 
it is that the under classes intrinsically mean ; a clear inter- 
pretation of the thought which at heart torments these wild 
inarticulate souls, struggling there, with inarticulate uproar, 
like dumb creatures in pain, unable to speak what is in 
them! Something they do mean; some true thing withal, 
in the center of their confused hearts,—for they are hearts 
created by Heaven too: to the Heaven it is clear what 
thing; to us not clear. Would that it were! Perfect 
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clearness on it were equivalent to remedy of it. For, as is 
well said, all battle is misunderstanding; did the parties 
know one another, the battle would cease. No man at 
bottom means injustice; it is always for some obscure dis- 
torted image of a right that he contends : an obscure image 
diffracted, exaggerated, in the wonderfulest way, by natural 
dimness and selfishness; getting tenfold more diffracted 
by exasperation of contest, till at length it become all but 
irrecognizable ; yet still the image of a right. Could a 
man own to himself that the thing he fought for was 
wrong, contrary to fairness and the law of reason, he would 
own also that it thereby stood condemned and hopeless ; 
he could fight for it no longer. Nay, independently of 
right, could the contending parties get but accurately to 
discern one another’s might and strength to contend, the 
one would peaceably yield to the other and to Necessity ; 
the contest in this case too were over. No African expedi- 
tion now, as in the days of Herodotus, is fitted out against 
the South-wind. One expedition was satisfactory in that 
department. The South-wind Simoom continues blowing 
occasionally, hateful as ever, maddening as ever; but one 
expedition was enough. Do we not all submit to Death? 
The highest sentence of the law, sentence of: death, is 
passed on all of us by the fact of birth; yet we live 
patiently under it, patiently undergoing it when the hour 
comes. Clear undeniable right, clear undeniable might: 
either of these once ascertained puts an end to battle. All 
battle is a confused experiment to ascertain one and both 
of these. 

What are the rights, what are the mights of the discon- 
tented Working Classes in England at this epoch? He 
were an CEdipus, and deliverer from sad social pestilence, 
who could resolve us fully! For we may say beforehand, 
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The struggle that divides the upper and lower in society 
over Europe, and more painfully and notably in England 
than elsewhere, this too is a struggle which will end and 
adjust itself as all other struggles do and have done, by 
making the right clear and the might clear; not other- 
wise than by that. Meantime, the questions, Why are the 
Working Classes discontented; what is their condition, 
economical, moral, in their houses and their hearts, as it is 
in reality and as they figure it to themselves to be; what 
do they complain of; what ought they, and ought}they not 
to complain of?—these are measurable questions ; on some 
of these any common mortal, did he but turn his eyes to 
them, might throw some light. Certain researches and 
considerations of ours on the matter, since no one else will 
undertake it, are now to be made public. . The researches 
have yielded us little, almost nothing; but the considera- 
tions are of old date, and press to have utterance. We are 
not without hope that our general notion of the business, 
if we can get it uttered at all, will meet some assent from 
many candid men. 


CHAPTER. IL, 


STATISTICS. 


WITTY statesman said you might prove anything by 
figures. We have looked into various statistic works, 
Statistic-Society Reports, Poor-Law Reports, Reports 

and Pamphlets not a few, with a sedulous eye to this ques- 
tion of the Working Classes and their general condition in 
England; we grieve to say, with as good as no result 
whatever. Assertion swallows assertion; according to the 
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old Proverb, ‘as the s¢a¢is¢ thinks, the bell clinks!’ Tables 
are like cobwebs, like the sieve of the Danaides ; beautifully 
reticulated, orderly to look upon, but which will hold no 
conclusion. Tables are abstractions, and the object a most 
concrete one, so difficult to read the essence of. There are 
innumerable circumstances; and one circumstance left out 
may be the vital one on which all turned. Statistics is a 
science which ought to be honorable, the basis of many 
most important sciences; but it is not to be carried on by 
steam, this science, any more than others are; a wise head 
is requisite for carrying iton. Conclusive facts are insepa- 
rable from inconclusive except by a head that already under- 
stands and knows. Vain to send the purblind and blind 
to the shore of a Pactolus never so golden: these find only 
gravel ; the seer and finder alone picks up gold grains there. 
And now the purblind offering you, with asseveration and 
protrusive importunity, his basket of gravel as gold, what 
steps are to be taken with him ?—Statistics, one may hope, 
will improve gradually, and become good for something. 
Meanwhile it is to be feared, the crabbed satirist was partly 
right, as things go: ‘A judicious man,’ says he, ‘looks at 
‘Statistics, not to get knowledge, but to save himself from 
‘having ignorance foisted on him.’ With what serene 
conclusiveness a member of some Useful-Knowledge Society 
stops your mouth with a figure of Arithmetic! To him it 
seems he has there extracted the elixir of the matter, on 
which now nothing more can be said. It is needful that 
you look into his said extracted elixir ; and ascertain, alas, 
too probably, not without a sigh, that it is wash and 
vapidity, good only for the gutters. 

Twice or three times have we heard the lamentations 
and prophecies of a humane Jeremiah, mourner for the 
poor, cut short by a statistic fact of the most decisive 
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nature: How can the condition of the poor be other than 
good, be other than better ; has not the average duration of 
life in England, and therefore among the most numerous 
class in England, been proved to have increased? Our 
Jeremiah had to admit that, if so, it was an astounding fact ; 
whereby all that ever he, for his part, had observed on 
other sides of the matter was overset without remedy. If 
life last longer, life must be less worn upon, by outward 
suffering, by inward discontent, by hardship of any kind; 
the general condition of the poor must be bettering instead 
of worsening. So was our Jeremiah cut short. And now 
for the ‘proof?’ The reader who is curious in statistic 
proofs may see it drawn out with all solemnity, in a Pam- 
phlet ‘published by Charles Knight and Company,’*—and 
perhaps himself draw inferences from it; Northampton 
Tables, compiled by Dr. Price ‘from registers of the Parish 
of All Saints from 1735 to 1780;’ Carlisle Tables, collected 
by Dr. Heysham from observation of Carlisle City for eight 
years, ‘the calculations founded on them’ conducted by 
another Doctor; incredible ‘document considered satisfac- 
tory by men of science in France :—alas, is it not as if 
some zealous scientific son of Adam had proved the deep- 
ening of the Ocean, by survey, accurate or cursory, of two 
mud-plashes on the coast of the Isle of Dogs? ‘Not to 
get knowledge, but to save yourself from having ignorance 
foisted on you!’ 

The condition of the working man in this country, what 
it is and has been, whether it is improving or retrograding, — 
is a question to which from statistics hitherto no solution 
can be got. Hitherto, after many tables and statements, 


* An Essay on the Means of Insurance against the Casualties of, 
&c., &c. London, Charles Knight and Company, 1836. 
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one is still left mainly to what he can ascertain by his own 
eyes, looking at the concrete phenomenon for himself. 
There is no other method; and yet it is a most imperfect 
method. Each man expands his own hand-breadth of 
observation to the limits of the general whole; more or less, 
each man must take what he himself has seen and ascer- 
tained for a sample of all that is seeable and ascertainable. 
Hence discrepancies, controversies wide-spread, long-con- 
tinued; which there is at present no means or hope of 
satisfactorily ending. When Parliament takes up the 
‘Condition-of-England question,’ as it will have to do one 
day, then indeed much may be amended! Inquiries wisely 
gone into, even on this most complex matter, will yield 
results worth something, not nothing. But it is a most 
complex matter; on which, whether for the past or the 
present, Statistic Inquiry, with its limited means, with its 
short vision and headlong extensive dogmatism, as yet too 
often throws not light, but error worse than darkness. 
What constitutes the well-being of a man? Many 
things ; of which the wages he gets, and the bread he buys 
with them, are but one preliminary item. Grant, however, 
that the wages were the whole; that once knowing the 
wages and the price of bread, we know all; then what are 
the wages? Statistic Inquiry, in its present unguided con- 
dition, cannot tell. The average rate of day’s wages is not 
correctly ascertained for any portion of this country; not 
only not for half-centuries, it is not even ascertained any- 
where for decades or years : far from instituting comparisons 
with the past, the present itself is unknown to us. And 
then, given the average of wages, what is the constancy of 
employment ; what is the difficulty of finding employment ; 
the fluctuation from season to season, from year to year? 
Is it constant, calculable wages ; or fluctuating, incalculable, 
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more or less of the nature of gambling? This secondary 
circumstance, of quality in wages, is perhaps even more 
important than the primary one of quantity. Farther we 
ask, Can the laborer, by thrift and industry, hope to rise to 
mastership ; or is such hope cut off from him? How is he 
related to his employer; by bonds of friendliness and 
mutual help; or by hostility, opposition, and chains of 
mutual necessity alone? In a word, what degree of con- 
tentment can a human creature be supposed to enjoy in 
that position? With hunger preying on him, his content- 
ment is likely to be small! But even with abundance, his 
discontent, his real misery may be great. The laborer’s 
feelings, his notion of being justly dealt with or unjustly ; 
his wholesome composure, frugality, prosperity in the one 
case, his acrid unrest, recklessness, gin-drinking, and grad- 
ual ruin on the other,—how shall figures of arithmetic 
represent all this? So much is still to be ascertained; 
much of it by no means easy to ascertain! Till, among the 
‘Hill Cooly’ and ‘Dog-cart’ questions, there arise in Par- 
liament and extensively out of it a ‘Condition-of-England 
question,’ and quite a new set of inquirers and methods, 
little of it is likely to be ascertained. 

One fact on this subject, a fact which arithmetic zs 
capable of representing, we have often considered would be 
worth all the rest: whether the laborer, whatever his wages 
are, is saving money? Laying up money, he proves that 
his condition, painful as it may be without and within, is not 
yet desperate; that he looks forward to a better day com- 
ing, and is still resolutely steering toward the same ; that all 
the lights and darkness of his lot are united under a blessed 
radiance of hope,—the last, first, nay one may say the sole 
blessedness of man. Is the habit of saving increased and 
increasing, or the contrary? Where the present writer has 
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been able to look with his own eyes, it is decreasing, and in 
many quarters all but disappearing. Statistic science turns 
up her Savings-Bank Accounts, and answers, ‘‘ Increasing 
rapidly.”” Would that one could believe it! But the 
Danaides’-sieve character of such statistic reticulated docu- 
ments is too manifest. A few years ago, in regions where 
thrift, to one’s own knowledge, still was, Savings-Banks 
were not; the laborer lent his money to some farmer, of 
capital, or supposed to be of capital,—and has too often 
lost it since; or he bought a cow with it, bought a cottage 
with it; nay hid it under his thatch: the Savings-Banks 
books then exhibited mere blank and zero. That they 
swell yearly now, if such be the fact, indicates that what 
thrift exists does gradually resort more and more thither 
rather than elsewhither ; but the question, Is thrift increas- 
ing? runs through the reticulation, and is as water spilt 
on the ground, not to be gathered here. 

These are inquiries on which, had there been a proper 
‘ Condition-of-England question,’ some light would have 
been thrown before ‘torch-meetings’ arose to illustrate 
them! For as they lie out of the course of Parliamentary 
routine, they should have been gone into, should have been 
glanced at, in one or the other fashion. A Legislature 
making laws for the Working Classes, in total uncertainty 
as to these things, is legislating in the dark; not wisely, 
nor to good issues. The simple fundamental question, 
Can the laboring man in this England of ours, who is will- 
ing to labor, find work, and subsistence by his work? is 
matter of mere conjecture and assertion hitherto; not 
ascertainable by authentic evidence: the Legislature, satis- 
fied to legislate in the dark, has not yet sought any evi- 
dence on it. They pass their New Poor-Law Bill, without 
evidence as to all this. Perhaps their New Poor-Law Bill 
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is jitself only intended as an exferimentum crucis to ascer- 
tain all this? Chartism is an answer, seemingly not in the 
affirmative. 


CHAPTER. Wt 
NEW POOR-LAW. 


O read the Reports of the Poor-Law Commissioners, 

if one had faith enough, would be a pleasure to the 

friend of humanity. One sole recipe seems to have 
been needful for the woes of England: ‘ refusal of out-door 
relief.’ England lay in sick discontent, writhing powerless 
on its fever-bed, dark, nigh desperate, in wastefulness, 
want, improvidence, and eating care, till like Hyperion 
down the eastern steeps, the Poor-Law Commissioners 
arose, and said, Let there be workhouses, and bread of 
affliction and water of affliction there! It was a simple 
invention ; as all truly great inventions are. And see, in 
any quarter, instantly as the walls of the workhouse arise, 
misery and necessity fly away, out of sight,—out of being, 
as is fondly hoped, and dissolve into the inane ; industry, 
frugality, fertility, rise of wages, peace on earth and good- 
will toward men do,—in the Poor-Law Commissioners’ 
Reports,—infallibly, rapidly or not so rapidly, to the joy 
of all parties, supervene. It was a consummation devoutly 
to be wished. We have looked over these four annual 
Poor-Law Reports with a variety of reflections; with no 
thought that our Poor-Law Commissioners are the inhuman 
men their enemies accuse them of being; with a feeling of 
thankfulness rather that there do exist men of that structure 
too; with a persuasion deeper and deeper that Nature, who 
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makes nothing to no purpose, has not made either them or 
their Poor-Law Amendment Act in vain. We hope to 
prove that they and it were an indispensable element, harsh 
but salutary, in the progress of things. 

That this Poor-Law Amendment Act meanwhile should 
be, as we sometimes hear it named, the ‘chief glory’ of a 
Reform Cabinet, betokens, one would imagine, rather a 
scarcity of glory there. To say to the poor, Ye shall eat 
the bread of affliction and drink the water of affliction and 
be very miserable while here, required not so much a stretch 
of heroic faculty in any sensé, as due toughness of bowels. 
If paupers are made miserable, paupers will needs decline 
in multitude. It is a secret known to all rat-catchers: stop 
up the granary-crevices, afflict with continual mewing, 
alarm, and going-off of traps, your ‘chargeable laborers’ 
disappear, and cease from the establishment. A still briefer 
method is that of arsenic: perhaps even a milder, where 
otherwise permissible. Rats and paupers can be abolished ; 
the human faculty was from of old adequate to grind them 
down, slowly or at once, and needed no ghost or Reform 
Ministry to teach it. Furthermore when one hears of ‘all 
the labor of the country being absorbed into employment’ 
by this new system of affliction, when labor complaining 
of want can find no audience, one cannot but pause. That 
misery and unemployed labor should ‘disappear’ in that 
case is natural enough; should go out of sight—but out 
of existence? What we do know is that ‘the rates are 
diminished,’ as they cannot well help being; that no sta- 
tistic tables as yet report much increase of deaths by starv- 
ation: this we do know, and not very conclusively anything 
more than this. If this be absorption of all the labor of 
the country, then all the labor of the country is absorbed. 

To believe practically that the poor and luckless are 
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here only as a nuisance to be abraded and abated, and in 
some permissible manner made away with, and swept out 
of sight, is not an amiable faith. That the arrangements 
of good and ill success in this perplexed scramble of a 
world, which a blind goddess was always thought to pre- 
side over, are in fact the work of a seeing goddess or god, 
and require only not to be meddled with: what stretch of 
heroic faculty or inspiration of genius was needed to teach 
one that? To button your pockets and stand still, is no 
complex recipe. Lazssez faire, laissez passer! Whatever 
goes on, ought it not to go on; ‘the widow picking nettles 
‘for her children’s dinner, and the perfumed seigneur deli- ~ 
‘cately lounging in the CEil-de-Boeuf, who has an alchemy 
‘whereby he will extract from her the third nettle, and 
‘name it rent and law?’ What is written and enacted, 
has it not black-on-white to show for itself? Justice is 
justice ; but all attorney’s parchment is of the nature of 
Targum or sacred-parchment. In brief, ours is a world 
requiring only to be well let alone. Scramble along, thou 
insane scramble of a world, with thy pope’s tiaras, king’s 
mantles and beggar’s gabardines, chivalry-ribbons and ple- 
beian gallows-ropes, where a Paul shall die on the gibbet 
and a Nero sit fiddling as imperial Cesar; ¢hou art all 
right, and shalt scramble even so; and whoever in the 
press is trodden down, has only to lie there and be tram- 
pled broad :—Such at bottom seems to be the chief social 
principle, if principle it have, which the Poor-Law Amend- 
ment Act has the merit of courageously asserting, in oppo- 
sition to many things. A chief social principle which this 
present writer, for one, will by no manner of means believe 
in, but pronounce at all fit times to be false, heretical and 
damnable, if ever aught was! 

And yet, as we said, Nature makes nothing in vain; 
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not even a Poor-Law Amendment Act. For withal we are 
far from joining in the outcry raised against these Poor-Law 
Commissioners, as if they were tigers in men’s shape; as 
if their Amendment Act were a mere monstrosity and hor- 
ror, deserving instant abrogation. They are not tigers; 
they are men filled with an idea of a theory ; their Amend- 
ment Act, heretical and damnable as a whole truth, is 
orthodox laudable as a ha/f truth; and was imperatively 
required to be put in practice. To create men filled with 
a theory that refusal of out-door relief was the one thing 
needful: Nature had no readier way of getting out-door 
relief refused. In fact, if we look at the old Poor-Law, in 
its assertion of the opposite social principle, that Fortune’s 
awards are zof those of Justice, we shall find it to have 
become still more unsupportable, demanding, if England 
was not destined for speedy anarchy, to be done away 
with. 

Any law, however well meant as a law, which has 
become a bounty on unthrift, idleness, bastardy and beer- 
drinking, must be put an end to. In all ways it needs, 
especially in these times, to be proclaimed aloud that for. 
the idle man there is no place in this England of ours. He 
that will not work, and save according to his means, let 
him go elsewhither; let him know that for Aim the Law 
has made no soft provision, but a hard and stern one; that 
by the Law of Nature, which the Law of England would 
vainly contend against in the long-run, he is doomed either 
to quit these habits, or miserably be extruded from this 
Earth, which is made on principles different from these. 
He that will not work according to his faculty, let him 
perish according to his necessity: there is no law juster 
than that. Would to heaven one could preach it abroad 
into the hearts of all sons and daughters of Adam, for it is 
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a law applicable to all; and bring it to bear, with practical 
obligation strict as the Poor-Law Bastile, on all. We had 
then, in good truth, a ‘perfect constitution of society ;’ and 
‘God’s fair Earth and Task-garden, where whosoever is 
not working must be begging or stealing,’ were then actu- 
ally, what always, through so many changes and struggles, 
it is endeavoring to become. 

That this law of No work no recompense, should first 
of all be enforced on the manual worker, and brought 
stringently home to him and his numerous class, while so 
many other classes and persons still go loose from it, was 
natural to the case. Let it be enforced there, and rigidly 
made good. It behooves to be enforced everywhere, and 
rigidly made good ;—alas, not by such simple methods as 
‘refusal of out-door relief,’ but by far other and costlier 
ones; which too, however, a bountiful Providence is not 
unfurnished with, nor, in these latter generations (if we will 
understand their convulsions and confusions) sparing to 
apply. Work is the mission of man in this Earth. A 
day is ever struggling forward, a day will arrive in some 
approximate degree, when he who has no work to do, by 
whatever name he may be named, will not find it good to 
show himself in our quarter of the Solar System; but may 
go and look out elsewhere. If there be any Ad/e Planet 
discoverable ?—Let the honest working man rejoice that 
such law, the first of Nature, has been made good on him ; 
and hope that, by and by, all else will be made good. It 
is the beginning of all. We define the harsh New Poor- 
Law to de withal a ‘ protection of the thrifty laborer against 
the thriftless and dissolute ;’ a thing inexpressibly impor- 
tant; a half-result, detestable, if you will, when looked 
upon as the whole result; yet without which the whole 
result is forever unattainable. Let wastefulness, idleness, 
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drunkenness, improvidence take the fate which God has 
appointed them; that their opposites may also have a 
chance for their fate. Let the Poor-Law administrators be 
considered as useful laborers whom Nature has furnished 
with a whole theory of the universe, that they might accom- 
plish an indispensable fractional practice there, and prosper 
in it in spite of much contradiction. 

We will praise the New Poor-Law, farther, as the 
probable preliminary of some general charge to be taken of 
the lowest classes by the higher. Any general charge 
whatsoever, rather than a conflict of charges, varying from 
parish to parish; the emblem of darkness, of unreadable 
confusion. Supervisal by the central government, in what 
spirit soever executed, is supervisal from a center. By 
degrees the object will become clearer, as it is at once made 
thereby universally conspicuous. By degrees true vision 
of it will become attainable, will be universally attained ; 
whatsoever order regarding it is just and wise, as grounded 
on the truth of it, will then be capable of being taken. Let 
us welcome the New Poor-Law as the harsh beginning of 
much, the harsh ending of much! Most harsh and barren 
lies the new plowers’ fallow-field, the crude subsoil all 
turned up, which never saw the sun; which as yet grows 
no herb; which has ‘out-door relief? for no one. Yet 
patience: innumerable weeds and corruptions lie safely 
turned down and extinguished under it; this same crude 
subsoil is the first step of all true husbandry ; by Heaven’s 
blessing and the skyey influences, fruits that are good and 
blessed will yet come of it. 

For, in truth, the claim of the poor laborer is something 
quite other than that ‘Statute of the Forty-third of Eliza- 
beth’ will ever fulfill for him. Not to be supported by 
roundsmen systems, by never so liberal parish doles, or 
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lodged in free and easy workhouses when distress overtakes 
him ; not for this, however in words he may clamor for it; 
not for this, but for something far different does the heart 
of him struggle. It is ‘for justice’ that he struggles ; 
for ‘just wages, —not in money alone! An ever-toiling 
inferior, he would fain (though as yet he knows it not) find 
for himself a superior that should lovingly and wisely 
govern: is not that too the ‘just wages’ of his service 
done? It is for a manlike place and relation, in this world 
where he sees himself a man, that he struggles. At bottom 
may we not say it is even for this, That guidance and 
government, which he cannot give himself, which in our so 
complex world he can no longer do without, might be 
afforded him? The thing he struggles for is one which no 
Forty-third of Elizabeth is in any condition to furnish him, 
to put him on the road toward getting. Let him quit the 
Forty-third of Elizabeth altogether; and rejoice that the 
Poor-Law Amendment Act has, even by harsh methods 
and against his own will, forced him away from it. That 
was a broken reed to lean on, if there ever was one; and 
did but run into his lamed right-hand. Let him cast it far 
from him, that broken reed, and look to quite the opposite 
point of the heavens for help. His unlamed right-hand, 
with the cunning industry that lies in it, is not this defined 
to be ‘the scepter of our Planet?’ He that can work is a 
born king of something ; is in communion with Nature, is 
master of a thing or things, is a priest and king of Nature 
so far. He that can work at nothing is but a usurping 
king, be his trappings what they may ; he is the born slave 
of all things. Let a man honor his craftsmanship, his 
can-do; and know that his rights of man have no concern 


at all with the Forty-third of Elizabeth. 
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CHAPTER. .dV. 


FINEST PEASANTRY IN THE WORLD. 


HE New Poor-Law is an announcement, sufficiently 
distinct, that whosoever will not work ought not to 
\live. Can the poor man that is willing to work, 
always find work, and live by his work? Statistic Inquiry, 
as we saw, has no answer to give. Legislation presupposes 
the answer—to be in the affirmative. A large postulate; 
which should have been made a proposition of; which 
should have been demonstrated, made indubitable to all 
persons! A man willing to work, and unable to find work, 
is perhaps the saddest sight that Fortune’s inequality 
exhibits under this sun. Burns expresses feelingly what 
thoughts it gave him; a poor man seeking work ; seeking 
leave to toil that he might be fed and sheltered! That he 
might be put on a level with the four-footed workers of the 
Planet which is his! There is not a horse willing to work 
but can get food and shelter in requital ; a thing this two- 
footed worker has to seek for, to solicit occasionally in vain. 
He is nobody’s two-footed worker; he is not even any- 
body’s slave. And yet he is a ¢wo-footed worker; it is 
currently reported there is an immortal soul in him, sent 
down out of Heaven into the Earth; and one beholds him 
seeking for this !—Nay what will a wise Legislature say, if 
it turn out that he cannot find it; that the answer to their 
postulate proposition is not affirmative but negative? 
There is one fact which Statistic Science has com- 
municated, and a most astonishing one; the inference from 
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which is pregnant as to this matter. Ireland has near seven 
millions of working people, the third unit of whom, it 
appears by Statistic Science, has not for thirty weeks each 
year as many third-rate potatoes as will suffice him. It isa 
fact perhaps the most eloquent that was ever written down 
in any language, at any date of the world’s history. Was 
change and reformation needed in Ireland? Has Ireland 
been governed and guided in a ‘wise and loving’ manner? 
A government and guidance of white European men which 
has issued in perennial hunger of potatoes to the third man 
extant,—ought to drop a veil over its face, and walk out of 
court under conduct of proper officers ; saying no word; 
expecting now of a surety sentence either to change or die. 
All men, we must repeat, were made by God, and have 
immortal souls in them. The Sanspotato is of the self- 
same stuff as the superfinest Lord Lieutenant. Not an 
individual Sanspotato human scarecrow but had a Life 
given him out of Heaven, with Eternities depending on it ; 
for once and no second time. With Immensities in him, 
over him and round him; with feelings which a Shak- 
speare’s speech would not utter ; with desires illimitable as 
the Autocrat’s of all the Russias! Him various thrice- 
honored persons, things and institutions have long been 
teaching, long been guiding, governing: and it is to 
perpetual scarcity of third-rate potatoes, and to what 
depends thereon, that he has been taught and guided. 
Figure thyself, O high-minded, clear-headed, clean-burn- 
ished reader, clapt by enchantment into the torn coat and 
waste hunger-lair of that same root-devouring brother 
man !|— 

Social anomalies are things to be defended, things to be 
amended; and in all places and things, short of the Pit 
itself, there is some admixture of worth and good. Room 
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for extenuation, for pity, for patience! And yet when the 
general result has come to the length of perennial starva- 
tion,—yes, then argument, extenuating logic, pity and 
patience on that subject may be considered as drawing to a 
close. It may be considered that such arrangement of 
things will have to terminate. That it has all just men for 
its natural enemies. That all just men, of what outward 
color soever in Politics or otherwise, will say : This cannot 
last, Heaven disowns it, Earth is against it; Ireland will be 
burnt intoa black unpeopled field of ashes rather than this 
should last.—The woes of Ireland, or ‘justice to Ireland,’ is 
not the chapter we have to write at present. It is a deep 
matter, an abysmal one, which no plummet of ours will 
sound. For the oppression has gone far farther than into the 
economies of Ireland; inward to her very heart and soul. 
The Irish National character is degraded, disordered ; till this 
recover itself, nothing is yet recovered. Immethodic, head- 
long, violent, mendacious; what can you make of the 
wretched Irishman? ‘‘A finer people never lived,’’ as the 
Irish lady said to us; ‘‘only they have two faults, they do 
generally lie and steal: barring these’’-—! <A people that 
knows not to speak the truth, and to act the truth, such 
people has departed from even the possibility of well-being. 
Such people works no longer on Nature and Reality; 
works now on Phantasm, Simulation, Nonentity ; the result 
it arrives at is naturally not a thing but a no-thing,—defect 
even of potatoes. Scarcity, futility, confusion, distraction 
must be perennial there. Such a people circulates not 
order, but disorder, through every vein of it ;—and the cure, 
if it is to be a cure, must begin at the heart: not in his 
condition only but in himself must the Patient be all 
changed. Poor Ireland! And yet let no true Irishman, 
who believes and sees all this, despair by reason of it. 
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Cannot he too do something to withstand the unproductive 
falsehood, there as it lies accursed around him, and change 
it into truth, which is fruitful and blessed? Every mortal 
can and shall himself be a true man: it is a great thing,'and 
the parent of great things ;—as from a single acorn the whole 
earth might in the end be peopled with oaks! Every 
mortal can do something: this let him faithfully do, and 
leave with assured heart the issue to a Higher Power ! 

We English pay, even now the bitter smart of long 
centuries of injustice to our neighbor Island. Injustice, 
doubt it not, abounds; or Ireland would not be miserable. 
The Earth is good, bountifully sends food and _ increase; 
if man’s unwisdom did not intervene and forbid. It 
was an evil day when Strigul first meddled with that 
people. He could not extirpate them: could they but 
have agreed together, and extirpated him! Violent men 
there have been, and merciful; unjust rulers, and just; 
conflicting in a great element of violence, these five wild 
centuries now ; and the violent and unjust have carried it, 
and we are come to ¢#zs. England is guilty toward Ireland ; 
and reaps at last, in full measure, the fruit of fifteen 
generations of wrong-doing. 

But the thing we had to state here was our inference 
from that mournful fact of the third Sanspotato,—coupled 
with this other well-known fact that the Irish speak a 
partially intelligible dialect of English, and their fare across 
by steam is four-pence sterling! Crowds of miserable Irish 
darken all our towns. The wild Milesian features, looking 
false ingenuity, restlessness, unreason, misery and mockery, 
salute you on all highways and by-ways. The English 
coachman, as he whirls past, lashes the Milesian with his 
whip, curses him with his tongue; the Milesian is holding 
out his hat to beg. He is the sorest evil this country has 
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to strive with. In his rags and laughing savagery, he is 
there to undertake all work that can be done by mere 
strength of hand and back ; for wages that will purchase 
him potatoes. He needs only salt for condiment; he 
lodges to his mind in any pighutch or doghutch, roots in 
outhouses ; and wears a suit of tatters, the getting off and 
on of which is said to be a difficult operation, transacted 
only in festivals and the hightides of the calendar. The 
Saxon man if he cannot work on these terms finds no 
work. He too may be ignorant; but he has not sunk from 
‘decent manhood to squalid apehood: he cannot continue 
there. American forests lie untilled across the ocean; the 
uncivilized Irishman, not by his strength but by the 
opposite of strength, drives out the Saxon native, takes 
possession in his room. There abides he, in his squalor and 
unreason, in his falsity and drunken violence, as the ready- 
made nucleus of degradation and disorder. Whosoever 
struggles, swimming with difficulty, may now find an 
example how the human being can exist not swimming but 
sunk.’ Let him sink; he is not the worst of men; not 
worse than this man. We have quarantines against Pesti- 
lence ; but there is no pestilence like that; and against it 
what quarantine is possible? It is lamentable to look upon. 
This soil of Britain, these Saxon men have cleared it, made 
it arable, fertile and a home for them; they and their 
fathers have done that. Under the sky there exists no 
force of men who with arms in their hands could drive them 
out of it; all force of men with arms these Saxons would 
seize, in their grim way, and fling (Heaven’s justice and 
their own Saxon humor aiding them) swiftly into the sea. 
_ But behold, a force of men armed only with rags, ignorance 
_ and nakedness; and the Saxon owners, paralyzed by 
invisible magic of paper formula, have to fly far, and 
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hide themselves in Transatlantic forests. ‘Irish repeal?’ 
‘Would to God,’’ as Dutch William said, ‘‘ You were 
King of Ireland, and could take yourself and it three 
thousand miles off,’’—there to repeal it ! 

And yet these poor Celtiberian Irish brothers, what can 
they help it? They cannot stay at home, and starve. It 
is just and natural that they come hither as a curse to us. 
Alas, for them too it is not a luxury. It is not a straight 
or joyful way of avenging their sore wrongs this; but a 
most sad circuitous one. Yet a way it is, and an effectual 
way. The time has come when the Irish population must 
either be improved a little, or else exterminated. Plausible 
management, adapted to this hollow outcry or to that, will 
no longer do: it must be management grounded on 
sincerity and fact, to which the truth of things will 
respond—by an actual beginning of improvement to these 
wretched brother-men. In a state of perennial ultra- 
savage famine, in the midst of civilization, they cannot con- 
tinue. For that the Saxon British will ever submit to sink 
along with them to such a state, we assume as impossible. 
There is in these latter, thank God, an ingenuity which is 
not false; a methodic spirit, of insight, of perseverant well- 
doing; a rationality and veracity which Nature with her 
truth does zof disown ;—withal there is a ‘ Berserkir-rage’ 
in the heart of them, which will prefer all things, including 
destruction and _ self-destruction, to that. Let no man 
awaken it, this same Berserkir-rage! Deep-hidden it lies, 
far down in the center, like genial central fire, with stratum 
after stratum of arrangement, traditionary method, com- 
posed productiveness, all built above it, vivified and ren- 
dered fertile by it: justice, clearness, silence, perseverance, 
unhasting unresting diligence, hatred of disorder, hatred 
of injustice which is the worst disorder, characterize this 
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people ; their inward fire, we say, as all such fire should be, 
is hidden at the center. Deep-hidden; but awakenable, 
but immeasurable ;—let no man awaken it! With this 
strong silent people have the noisy vehement Irish now at 
length got common cause made. Ireland, now for the first 
time, in such strange circuitous way, does find itself 
embarked in the same boat with England, to sail together 
or to sink together; the wretchedness of Ireland, slowly 
but inevitably, has crept over to us, and become our own 
wretchedness. The Irish population must get itself re- 
dressed and saved, for the sake of the English if for nothing 
else. Alas, that it should, on both sides, be poor toiling 
men that pay the smart for unruly Striguls, Plantagenets, 
Macdermots, and O’Donoghues! The strong have eaten 
sour grapes, and the teeth of the weak are set on edge. 
‘Curses,’ says the Proverb, ‘are like chickens, they return 
always home.’ 

But now on the whole, it seems to us, English Statistic 
Science, with floods of the finest peasantry in the world 
streaming in on us daily, may fold up her Danaides reticu- 
lations on this matter of the Working Classes; and con- 
clude, what every man who will take the statistic spectacles 
off his nose, and look, may discern in town or country: 
That the condition of the lower multitude of English 
laborers approximates more and more to that of the Irish 
competing with them in all markets; that whatsoever 
labor, to which mere strength with little skill will suffice, 
is to be done, will be done not at the English price, but at 
an approximation to the Irish price: at a price superior 
as yet to the Irish, that is, superior to scarcity of third-rate 
potatoes for thirty weeks yearly ; superior, yet hourly, with 
the arrival of every new steamboat, sinking nearer to an 
equality with that. Half-a-million hand-loom weavers, 
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working fifteen hours a day, in perpetual inability to pro- 
cure thereby enough of the coarsest food; English farm- 
laborers at nine shillings and at seven shillings a week; 
Scotch farm-laborers who, ‘in districts the half of whose 
husbandry is that of cows, taste no milk, can procure no 
milk ;’ all these things are credible to us ; several of them 
are known to us by the best evidence, by eyesight. With 
all this it is consistent that the wages of ‘skilled labor,’ as 
it is called, should in many cases be higher than they ever 
were: the giant Steam-engine in a giant English Nation 
will here create violent demand for labor, and will there 
annihilate demand. But, alas, the great portion is not 
skilled: the millions are and must be skilless, where 
strength alone is wanted; plowers, delvers, borers; 
hewers of wood and drawers of water; menials of the 
Steam-engine, only the chief menials and immediate dody- 
servants of which require skill. English Commerce 
stretches its fibers over the whole Earth ; sensitive literally, 
nay quivering in convulsion, to the farthest influences of 
the Earth.. The huge demon of Mechanism smokes and 
thunders, panting at his great task, in all sections of Eng- 
lish land; changing his shape like a very Proteus; and 
infallibly at every change of shape, oversetting whole multi- 
tudes of workmen, and as if with the waving of his shadow 
from afar, hurling them asunder, this way and that, in their 
crowded march and course of work or traffic; so that the 
wisest no longer knows his whereabout. With an Ireland 
pouring daily in on us, in these circumstances; deluging 
us down to its own waste confusion, outward and inward, 
it seems a cruel mockery to tell poor drudges that their 
condition is improving. 

New Poor-Law! Laztssez-faire, laisser-passer! The 
master of horses,when the summer labor is done, has to 
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feed his horses through the winter. If he said to his 
horses: ‘‘Quadrupeds, I have no longer work for you; 
but work exists abundantly over the world: are you igno- 
rant (or must I read you Political-Economy Lectures) that 
the Steam-engine always in the long-run creates additional 
work? Railways are forming in one quarter of this earth, 
canals in another, much cartage is wanted: somewhere in 
Europe, Asia, Africa, or America, doubt it not, ye will find 
cartage: go and seek cartage,and good go with you!” 
They with protrusive upper lip, snort dubious; signifying 
that Europe, Asia, Africa, and America lie somewhat out 
of their beat: that what cartage may be wanted there is 
not too well known to them. 7Zzey can find no cartage. 
They gallop distracted along highways, all fenced in to the 
right and to the left: finally, under pains of hunger, they 
take to leaping fences; eating foreign property, and—we 
know the rest. Ah, it is not a joyful mirth, it is sadder 
than tears, the laugh Humanity is forced to, at Lazssez- 
faire applied to poor peasants, in a world like our Europe 
of the year 1839! 

So much can observation altogether unstatistic, looking 
only at a Drogheda or Dublin steamboat, ascertain for 
itself Another thing, likewise ascertainable on this vast 
obscure matter, excites a superficial surprise, but only a 
superficial one: That it is the best-paid workmen who, by 
Strikes, Trades-unions, Chartism, and the like, complain the 
most. No doubt of it! The best-paid workmen are they 
alone that caz so complain! How shall he, the handloom 
weaver, who in the day that is passing over him has to find 
food for the day, strike work? If he strike work, he 
starves within the week. He is past complaint !—The fact 
itself, however, is one which, if we consider it, leads us into 
still deeper regions of the malady. Wages, it would 
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appear, are no index of well-being to the working man: 
without proper wages there can be no well-being ; but with 
them also there may be none. Wages of working men 
differ greatly in different quarters of this country ; accord- 
ing to the researches or the guess of Mr. Symmons, an 
intelligent humane inquirer, they vary in the ratio of not 
less than three to one. Cotton-spinners, as we learn, are 
generally well paid, while employed ; their wages, one week 
with another, wives and children all working, amount to 
sums which, if well laid out, were fully adequate to comfort- 
able living. And yet, alas, there seems little question that 
comfort or reasonable well-being is as much a stranger in 
these households as in any. At the cold hearth of the 
ever-toiling, ever-hungering weaver, dwells at least some 
equability, fixation as if in perennial ice: hope never 
comes ; but also irregular impatience is absent. Of outward 
things these others have or might have enough, but of all 
inward things there is the fatalest lack. Economy does 
not exist among them; their trade now in plethoric pros- 
perity, anon extenuated into inanition and ‘short-time,’ is 
of the nature of gambling; they live by it like gamblers, 
now in luxurious superfluity, now in starvation. Black 
mutinous discontent devours them ; simply the miserablest 
feeling that can inhabit the heart of man. English Com- 
merce with its world-wide convulsive fluctuations, with its 
immeasurable Proteus Steam-demon, makes all paths uncer- 
tain for them, all life a bewilderment: sobriety, steadfast- 
ness, peaceable continuance, the first blessings of man, are 
not theirs. 

It is in Glasgow among that class of operatives that 
‘Number 60,’ in his dark room, pays down the price of 
blood. Be it with reason or with unreason, too surely they 
do in verity find the time all out of joint; this world for 
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them no home, but a dingy prison-house of reckless 
unthrift, rebellion, rancor, indignation against themselves 
and against all men. Is it a green flowery world, with 
azure everlasting sky stretched over it, the work and 
government of a God; or a murky-simmering Tophet, of 
copperas-fumes, cotton-fuz, gin-riot, wrath and toil, created 
by a Demon, governed by a Demon? The sum of their 
wretchedness merited and unmerited welters, huge, dark 
and baleful, like a Dantean Hell, visible there in the 
statistics of Gin: Gin justly named the most authentic 
incarnation of the Infernal Principle in our times, too indis- 
putable an incarnation; Gin the black throat into which 
wretchedness of every sort, consummating itself by calling 
on delirium to help it, whirls down ; abdication of the power 
to think or resolve, as too painful now, on the part of men 
whose lot of all others would require thought and resolu- 
tion; liquid Madness sold at ten-pence the quartern, all the 
products of which are and must be, like its origin, mad, 
miserable, ruinous, and that only! If from this black 
unluminous unheeded /z/ferno, and Prisonhouse of souls in 
pain, there do flash up from time to time, some dismal 
wide-spread glare of Chartism or the like, notable to all, 
claiming remedy from all,—are we to regard it as more 
baleful than the quiet state, or rather as not so baleful? 
Ireland is in chronic atrophy these five centuries; the 
disease of nobler England, identified now with that of 
Ireland, becomes acute, has crises, and will be cured or 
kill. 
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CHAPTER V. 
RIGHTS AND MIGHTS. 


stitutes the happiness or misery of him. Nakedness, 

hunger, distress of all kinds, death itself have been 
cheerfully suffered when the heart was right. It is the 
feeling of zzjustice that is insupportable to all men. The 
brutalest black African cannot bear that he should be used 
unjustly. No man can bear it, or ought to bear it. A 
deeper law than any parchment-law whatsoever, a law 
written direct by the hand of God in the inmost being of 
man, incessantly protests against it. What is injustice? 
Another name for dzsorder, for unveracity, unreality; a 
thing which veracious created Nature, even because it is 
not Chaos and a waste-whirling baseless Phantasm, rejects 
and disowns. It is not the outward pain of injustice; that, 
were it even the flaying of the back with knotted scourges, 
the severing of the head with guillotines, is comparatively a 
small matter. The real smart is the soul’s pain and stigma, 
the hurt inflicted on the moral self. The rudest clown 
must draw himself up into attitude of battle, and resistance 
to the death, if such be offered him. He cannot live under 
it; his own soul aloud, and all the universe with silent 
continual beckonings, says, It cannot be. He must revenge 
himself ; vevancher himself, make himself good again,—that 
so meum may be mine, fwum thine, and each party standing 
clear on his own basis, order be restored. There is some- 
thing infinitely respectable in this, and we may say univers- 


. I is not what a man outwardly has or wants that con- 
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ally respected: it is the common stamp of manhood 
vindicating itself in all of us, the basis of whatever is worthy 
in all of us, and through superficial diversities, the same in 
all. 

As disorder, insane by the nature of it, is the hatefulest 
of things to man, who lives by sanity and order, so injustice 
is the worst evil, some call it the only evil, in this world. 
All men submit to toil, to disappointment, to unhappiness ; 
it is their lot here; but in all hearts, inextinguishable by 
skeptic logic, by sorrow, perversion or despair itself, there 
is a small still voice intimating that it is not the final lot; 
that wild, waste, incoherent as it looks, a God presides over 
it; that it is not an injustice but a justice. Force itself, the 
hopelessness of resistance, has doubtless a composing 
effect ;—against inanimate zooms, and much other inflic- 
tion of the like sort, we have found it suffice to produce 
complete composure. Yet, one would say, a permanent 
Injustice even from an Infinite Power would prove unendur- 
able by men. If men had lost belief in a God, their only 
resource against a blind No-God of Necessity and Mechan- 
ism, that held them like a hideous World-Steam-engine, like 
a hideous Phalaris’ Bull, imprisoned in its own iron belly, 
would be, with or without hope,—vevol#. They could, as 
Novalis says, by a ‘simultaneous universal act of suicide,’ 
depart out of the World-Steam-engine; and end, if not in 
victory, yet in invincibility, and unsubduable protest that 
such World-Steam-engine was a failure and a stupidity. 

Conquest, indeed,. is a fact often witnessed ; conquest, 
which seems mere wrong and force, everywhere asserts 
itself as a right among men. Yet if we examine, we shall 
find that, in this world, no conquest could ever become 
permanent, which did not withal show itself beneficial to 
the conquered as well as to conquerors. Mithridates, King 
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of Pontus, come now to extremity, ‘appealed to the patri- 
otism of his people;’ but, says the history, ‘he had 
squeezed them, and fleeced and plundered them, for long 
years ;’ his requisitions, flying irregular, devastative, like 
the whirlwind, were less supportable than Roman strictness 
and method, regular though never so rigorous; he there- 
fore appealed to their patriotism in vain. The Romans 
conquered Mithridates. The Romans, having conquered 
the world, held it conquered, decause they could best gov- 
ern the world; the mass of men found it nowise pressing 
to revolt; their fancy might be afflicted more or less, but 
in their solid interests they were better off than before. So 
too in this England long ago, the old Saxon Nobles, dis- 
united among themselves, and in power too nearly equal, 
could not have governed the country well; Harold being 
slain, their last chance of governing it, except in anarchy 
and civil war, was over; a new class of strong Norman 
Nobles, entering with a strong man, with a succession of 
strong men at the head of them, and not disunited, but 
united by many ties, by their very community of language 
and interest, had there been no other, weve in a condition 
to govern it; and did govern it, we can believe, in some 
rather tolerable manner, or they would not have continued 
there. They acted, little conscious of such function on 
their part, as an immense volunteer Police Force, stationed 
everywhere, united, disciplined, feudally regimented, ready 
for action; strong Teutonic men; who on the whole proved 
effective men, and drilled this wild Teutonic people into 
unity and peaceable co-operation better than others could 
have done! How can-do, if we will well interpret it, unites | 
itself with shad/-do among mortals; how strength acts ever 
as the right-arm of justice; how might and right, so fright- 
fully discrepant at first, are ever in the jlong-run one and 
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the same,—is a cheering consideration, which always in the 
black tempestuous vortices of this world’s history, will 
shine out on us, like an everlasting polar star. 

Of conquest we may say that it never yet went by brute 
force and compulsion; conquest of that kind does not 
endure. Conquest, along with power of compulsion, an 
essential universally in human society, must bring benefit 
along with it, or men, of the ordinary strength of men, will 
fling it out. The strong man, what is he if we will con- 
sider? The wise man; the man with the gift of method, 
of faithfulness and valor, all of which are of the basis of 
wisdom ; who has insight into what is what, into what will 
follow out of what, the eye to see and the hand to do; who 
is fit to administer, to direct, {and guidingly command: 
he is the strong man. His muscles and bones are no 
stronger than ours; but his soul is stronger, his soul is 
wiser, clearer,—is better and nobler, for that is, has been, 
and ever will be the root of all clearness worthy of such a 
name. Beautiful it is, anda gleam from the same eternal 
pole-star visible amid the destinies of men, that all talent, 
all intellect is in the first place moral ;—what a world were 
this otherwise! But it is the heart always that sees, before 
the head can see: let us know that; and know therefore 
that the Good alone is deathless and victorious, that Hope 
is sure and steadfast, in all phases of this ‘ Place of Hope.’ — 
Shiftiness, quirk, attorney-cunning is a kind of thing that 
fancies itself, and is often. fancied, to be talent; but it is 
luckily mistaken in that. Succeed truly it does, what is 
called succeeding; and even must in general succeed, if 
the dispensers of success be of due stupidity: men of due 
stupidity will needs say to it, ‘‘ Thou art wisdom, rule 
thou !’—Whereupon it rules. But Nature answers, ‘‘ No, 
this ruling of thine is not according to my laws; thy wis- 
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dom was not wise enough! Dost thou take me too for a 
Quackery? Fora Conventionality and Attorneyism? This 
chaff that thou sowest into my bosom, though it pass at the 
poll-booth and elsewhere for seed-corn, / will not grow 
wheat out of it, for it is chaff!’’ 

But to return. Injustice, infidelity to truth and fact and 
Nature’s order, being properly the one evil under the sun, 
and the feeling of injustice the one intolerable pain under 
the sun, our grand question as to the condition of these 
working men would be: Is it just? And first of all, What 
belief have they themselves formed about the justice of it? 
The words they promulgate are notable by way of answer ; 
their actions are still more notable. Chartism with its 
pikes, Swing with his tinder-box, speak a most loud though 
inarticulate language. Glasgow Thuggery speaks aloud 
too, in a language we may well call infernal. What kind 
of ‘wild-justice’ must it be in the hearts of these men that 
prompts them, with cold deliberation, in conclave assembled, 
to doom their brother workman, as the deserter of his 
order and his order’s cause, to die as a traitor and deserter ; 
and have him executed, since not by any public judge and 
hangman, then by a private one ;—like your old Chivalry, 
Femgericht, and Secret-Tribunal, suddenly in this strange 
guise become new; suddenly rising once more on the 
astonished eye, dressed now not in mail-shirts but in 
fustian jackets, meeting not in Westphalian forests but in 
the paved Gallowgate of Glasgow! Not loyal loving 
obedience to those placed over them, but a far other 
temper, must animate these men! It is frightful enough. 
Such temper must be wide-spread, virulent among the 
many, when even in its worst acme, it can take such a form 
in a few. But indeed decay of loyalty in all senses, 
disobedience, decay of religious faith, has long been 
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noticeable and lamentable in this largest class, as in other 
smaller ones. Revolt, sullen revengeful humor of revolt 
against the upper classes, decreasing respect for what their 
temporal superiors command, decreasing faith for what 
their spiritual superiors teach, is more and more the 
universal spirit of the lower classes. Such spirit may be 
blamed, may be vindicated; but all men must recognize it 
as extant there, all may know that it is mournful, that 
unless altered it will be fatal. Of lower classes so related to 
upper, happy nations are not made! To whatever other 
griefs the lower classes labor under, this bitterest and 
sorest grief now superadds itself; the unendurable con- 
viction that they are unfairly dealt with, that their lot in 
this world is not founded on right, not even on necessity 
and might, is neither what it should be, nor what it shall be. 
Or why do we ask of Chartism, Glasgow Trades- 
Unions, and such like? Has not broad Europe heard the 
question put, and answered, on the great scale; has not a 
FRENCH REVOLUTION been? Since the year 1789, there 
is now half-a-century complete ; and a French Revolution 
not yet complete! Whosoever will look at that enormous 
Phenomenon may find many meanings in it, but this mean- 
ing as the ground of all: That it was a revolt of the 
oppressed lower classes against the oppressing or neglect- 
ing upper classes: not a French revolt only; no, a 
European one; full-of stern monition to all countries of 
Europe. These Chartisms, Radicalisms, Reform Bill, 
Tithe Bill, and infinite other discrepancy, and acrid 
argument and jargon that there is yet to be, are our 
French Revolution: God grant that we with our better 
methods may be able to transact it by argument alone ! 
The French Revolution, now that we have sufficiently 
execrated its horrors and crimes, is found to have had 
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withal a great meaning in it. As indeed, what great thing 
ever happened in this world, a world understood always to 
be made and governed by a Providence and Wisdom, not 
by an Unwisdom, without meaning somewhat? It was a 
tolerably audible voice of proclamation, and universal oyez / 
to all people, this of three-and-twenty years’ close fighting, 
sieging, conflagrating, with a million or two of men shot 
dead: the world ought to know by this time that it was 
verily meant in earnest, that same Phenomenon, and had 
its own reasons for appearing there! Which accordingly 
the world begins now todo. The French Revolution is 
seen, or begins everywhere to be seen, ‘as the crowning 
‘phenomenon of our Modern Time; the inevitable stern 
‘end of much; the fearful, but also wonderful, indispens- 
‘able and sternly beneficent beginning of much.’ He who 
would understand the struggling convulsive unrest of 
European society, in any and every country, at this day, 
may read it in broad glaring lines there, in that the most 
convulsive phenomenon of the last thousand years. Europe 
lay pining, obstructed, moribund; quack-ridden, hag- 
ridden,—is there a hag, or specter of the Pit, so baleful, 
hideous as your accredited quack, were he never so close- 
shaven, mild-spoken, plausible to himself and others? 
Quack-ridden : in that one word lies all misery whatsoever. 
Speciosity in all departments usurps the place of reality, 
thrusts reality away; instead of performance, there is 
appearance of performance. The quack is a Falsehood 
Incarnate ; and speaks, and makes and does mere false- 
hoods, which Nature with her veracity has to disown. As 
chief priest, as chief governor, he stands there, intrusted 
with much. The husbandman of ‘ Time’s Seedfield ;’ he is 
the world’s hired sower, hired and solemnly appointed to 
sow the kind true earth with wheat this year, that next 
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year all men may have bread. He, miserable mortal, 
deceiving and self-deceiving, sows it, as we said, not with 
corn but with chaff; the world nothing doubting, harrows 
it in, pays him his wages, dismisses him with blessing, and 
—next year there has no corn sprung. Nature has dis- 
owned the chaff, has declined growing chaff, and behold 
now there is no bread! It becomes necessary, in such 
case, to do several things; not soft things some of them, 
but hard. 

Nay we will add that the very circumstance of quacks in 
unusual quantity getting domination, indicates that the 
heart of the world is already wrong. The impostor is 
false; but neither are his dupes altogether true: is not his 
first grand dupe the falsest of all,—himself namely? 
Sincere men of never so limited intellect, have an instinct 
for discriminating sincerity. The cunningest Mephisto- 
pheles cannot deceive a simple Margaret of honest heart ; 
‘it stands written on his brow.’ Masses of people capable 
of being led away by quacks are themselves of partially 
untrue spirit. Alas, in such times it grows to be the 
universal belief, sole accredited knowingness, and the 
contrary of it accounted puerile enthusiasm, this sorrow- 
fullest disbelief that there is properly speaking any truth in 
the world; that the world was, has been, or even can 
be guided, except by simulation, dissimulation, and the 
sufficiently dexterous. practice of pretense. The faith of 
men is dead; in what has guineas in its pocket, beefeaters 
riding behind it, and cannons trundling before it, they can 
believe; in what has none of these things they cannot 
believe. Sense for the true and false is lost; there is 
properly no longer any true or false. It is the heyday of 
Imposture; of Semblance recognizing itself, and getting 
itself recognized, for Substance. Gaping multitudes listen ; 
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unlistening multitudes see not but that it is all right, and in 
the order of Nature. Earnest men, one of a million, shut 
their lips ; suppressing thoughts, which there are no words 
to utter. To them it is too visible that spiritual life has 
departed; that material life, in whatsoever figure of it, 
cannot long remain behind. To them it seems as if our 
Europe of the Eighteenth Century, long hag-ridden, vexed 
with foul enchanters, to the length now of gorgeous 
Domdaniel Parcs-aux-cerfs and ‘Peasants living on meal- 
husks and boiled grass,’ had verily sunk down to die and 
dissolve; and were now with its French Philosophisms, 
Hume Skepticisms, Diderot Atheisms, maundering in the 
final deliration; writhing, with its Seven-years Silesian 
robber-wars in the final agony. Glory to God, our Eurepe 
was not to die but to live! Our Europe rose like a frenzied 
giant; shook all that poisonous magician trumpery to right 
and left, trampling it stormfully under foot ; and declared 
aloud that there was strength in him, not for life only, but 
for new and infinitely wider life. Antzeus-like the giant 
had struck his foot once more upon Reality and the Earth ; 
there only, if in this universe at all, lay strength and healing 
for him. Heaven knows, it was not a gentle process; no 
wonder that it was a fearful process, this same ‘ Phoenix fire- 
- consummation!’ But the alternative was this or death; 
the merciful Heavens, merciful in their severity, sent us this 
rather. 

And so the ‘rights of man’ were to be written down on 
paper; and experimentally wrought upon toward elabora- 
tion, in huge battle and wrestle, element conflicting with 
element, from side to side of this Earth, for three-and- 
twenty years. Rights of man, wrongs of man? It is a 
question which has swallowed whole nations and genera- 
tions; a question—on which we will not enter here. Far 
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be it from us! Logic has small business with this question 
at present; logic has no plummet that will sound it at any 
time. But indeed the rights of man, as has been not 
unaptly remarked, are little worth ascertaining in comparison 
to the mzghts of man,—to what portion of his rights he has 
any chance of being able to make good! The accurate 
final rights of man lie in the far deeps of the Ideal, where 
‘the Ideal weds itself to the Possible,’ as the Philosophers 
say. The ascertainable temporary rights of man vary not a 
little, according to place and time. They are known to 
depend much on what a man’s convictions of them are. 
The Highland wife, with her husband at the foot of the 
gallows, patted him on the shoulder (if there be historical 
truth in Joseph Miller), and said amid her tears: ‘‘Go up, 
Donald, my man; the Laird bids ye.’’ To her it seemed 
the rights of lairds were great, the rights of men small ; and 
she acquiesced. Deputy Lapoule, in the Sadle des Menus 
Plaisirs at Versailles, on the 4th of August, 1789, demanded 
(he did actually ‘demand,’ and by unanimous vote obtain) 
that the ‘obsolete law’ authorizing a Seigneur, on his return 
from the chase or other needful fatigue, to slaughter not 
above two of his vassals, and refresh his feet in their warm 
blood and bowels, should be ‘abrogated.’ From such 
obsolete Jaw, or mad tradition and phantasm of an obsolete 
law, down to any corn-law, game-law, rotten-borough law, 
or other law or practice clamored of in this time of ours, 
the distance traveled over is great !—What are the rights of 
men? All men are justified in demanding and searching 
for their rights; moreover, justified or not, they will do it: 
by Chartisms, Radicalisms, French Revolutions, or whatso- 
ever methods they have. Rights surely are right: on the 
other hand, this other saying is most true, ‘Use every man 
according to his rights, and who shall escape whipping !’ 
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These two things, we say, are both true; and both are 
_ essential to make up the whole truth. All good men know 
always and feel, each for himself, that the one is not less 
true than the other ; and act accordingly. The contradic- 
tion is of the surface only ; as in opposite sides of the same 
fact: universal in this dualism of a life we have. Between 
these two extremes, Society and all human things must 
fluctuatingly adjust themselves the best they can. 

And yet that there is verily a ‘rights of man’ let no 
mortal doubt. An ideal of right does dwell in all men, in 
all arrangements, pactions and procedures of men ; it is to 
this ideal of right, more and more developing itself as it is 
more and more approximated to, that human Society for 
ever tends and struggles. We say also that any given 
thing either zs unjust or else just; however obscure the 
arguings and strugglings on it be, the thing in itself there 
as it lies, infallibly enough, zs the one or the other. To 
which let us add only this, the first, last article of faith, the 
alpha and omega of all faith among men, That nothing 
which is unjust can hope to continue in this world. A faith 
true in all times, more or less forgotten in most, but alto- 
gether frightfully brought to remembrance again in ours! 
Lyons fusilladings, Nantes noyadings, reigns of terror, and 
such other universal battle-thunder and explosion ; these, if 
we will understand them, were but a new irrefragable 
preaching abroad of that. It would appear that Speciosities 
which are not Realities cannot any longer inhabit this 
world. It would appear that the unjust thing has no friend 
in the Heaven, and a majority against it on the earth; nay, 
that zf has at bottom all men for its enemies; that it may 
take shelter in this fallacy and then in that, but will be 
hunted from fallacy to fallacy, till it find no fallacy to shelter 
in any more, but must march and go elsewhither ;—that, in 
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a word, it ought to prepare incessantly for decent departure, 
before zzdecent departure, ignominious drumming out, nay 
savage smiting out and burning out, overtake it! Alas, 
was that such new tidings? Is it not from of old indubit- 
able, that Untruth, Injustice which is but acted untruth, has 
no power to continue in this true universe of ours? The 
tidings was world-old, or older, as old as the Fall of Lucifer : 
and yet in that epoch unhappily it was new tidings, unex- 
pected, incredible; and there had to be such earthquakes 
and shakings of the nations before it could be listened to, 
and laid to heart even slightly! Let us lay it to heart, let 
us know it well that new shakings be not needed. Known 
and laid to heart it must everywhere be, before peace can 
pretend to come. This seems to us the secret of our con- 
vulsed era; this which is so easily written, which is and has 
been and will be so hard to bring to pass. All true men, 
high and low, each in his sphere, are consciously or uncon- 
sciously bringing it to pass; all false and half-true men are 
fruitlessly spending themselves to hinder it from coming to 
pass. 


* CHAPTER VI. 


LAISSEZ-FAIRE, 


ROM all which enormous events, with truths old and 
new embodied in them, what innumerable practical 
inferences are to be drawn! Events are written les- 
sons, glaring in huge hieroglyphic picture-writing, that all 
may read and know them: the terror and horror they 
inspire is but the note of preparation for the truth they are 
to teach; a mere waste of terror if that be not learned. 


CHARTISM. 239 


Inferences enough; most didactic, practically applicable in 
all departments of English things! One inference, but one 
inclusive of all, shall content us here; this namely: That 
Laissez-faire has as good as done its part in a great many 
provinces ; that in the province of the Working Classes, 
Laissez-faire having passed its New Poor-Law, has reached 
the suicidal point and now, as felo-de-se, lies dying there, 
in torchlight meetings and such like; that, in brief, a gov- 
ernment of the under classes by the upper on a principle 
of Let alone is no longer possible in England in these days. 
This is the one inference inclusive of all. For there can 
be no acting or doing of any kind, till it be recognized that 
there is a thing to be done; the thing once recognized, 
doing in a thousand shapes becomes possible. The Work- 
ing Classes cannot any longer go on without government ; 
without being actually guided and governed; England 
cannot subsist in peace till, by some means or other, some 
guidance and government for them is found. 

For, alas, on us too the rude truth has come home. 
Wrappages and speciosities all worn off, the haggard naked 
fact speaks to us: Are these millions taught? Are these 
millions guided? We havea Church, the venerable embod- 
iment of an idea which may well call itself divine; which 
our fathers for long ages, feeling it to be divine, have been 
embodying as we see: it is a Church well furnished with 
equipments and appurtenances; educated in universities ; 
rich in money; set on high places that it may be conspic- 
uous to all, honored of all. We have an Aristocracy of 
landed wealth and commercial wealth, in whose hands lies 
the law-making and the law-administering ; an Aristocracy 
rich, powerful, long secure in its place; an Aristocracy 
with more faculty put free into its hands than was ever 
before, in any country or time, put into the hands of any 
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class of men. This Church answers: Yes, the people are 
taught. This Aristocracy, astonishment in every feature, 
answers: Yes, surely the people are guided! Do we not 
pass what Acts of Parliament are needful; as many as 
thirty-nine for the shooting of the partridges alone? Are 
there not tread-mills, gibbets ; even hospitals, poor-rates, 
New Poor-Law? So answers Church; so answers Aris- 
tocracy, astonishment in every feature.—Fact, in the 
meanwhile, takes his lucifer-box, sets fire to wheat-stacks ; 
sheds an all-too dismal light on several things. Fact 
searches for his third-rate potato, not in the meekest 
humor, six-and-thirty weeks each year; and does not 
find it. Fact passionately joins Messiah Thom of Canter- 
bury, and has himself shot for a new fifth-monarchy brought 
in by Bedlam. Fact holds his fustian-jacket Femgericht 
in Glasgow City. Fact carts his Petition over London 
streets, begging that you would simply have the goodness 
to grant him universal suffrage, and ‘the five points,’ by 
way of remedy. These are not symptoms of teaching and 
guiding. 

Nay, at bottom, is it not a singular thing this of Lazssez- 
faire, from the first origin of it? As good as an abdication 
on the part of governors; an admission that they are hence- 
forth incompetent to govern, that they are not there to 
govern at all, but to do—one knows not what! The 
universal demand of Lazssez-faive by a people from its 
governors or upper classes, is a soft-sounding demand ; but 
it is only one step removed from the fatalest. ‘ Lazssez- , 
faire, exclaims a sardonic German writer, ‘What is this 
‘universal cry for Latssez-faire? Does it mean that human 
‘affairs require no guidance; that wisdom and forethought 
‘cannot guide them better than folly and accident? Alas, 
‘does it not mean: ‘‘,Such guidance is worse than none! 
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‘Leave us alone of your guidance; eat your wages, and 
‘sleep !’’’ And now if guidance have grown indispensable, 
and the sleep continue, what becomes of the sleep and its 
wages?’—In those entirely surprising circumstances to 
which the Eighteenth Century had brought us, in the time 
of Adam Smith, Lazssez-fatve was a reasonable cry ;—as 
indeed, in all circumstances, for a wise governor there will 
be meaning in the principle of it. To wise governors you 
will cry: ‘‘See what you will, and will not, let alone.’? To 
unwise governors, to hungry Greeks throttling down hungry 
Greeks on the floor of a St. Stephens, you will cry: ‘‘Let 
all things alone; for Heaven’s sake, meddle ye with 
nothing !’? How Lazssez-faire may adjust itself in other 
provinces we say not: but we do venture to say, and ask 
whether events everywhere in world-history and _parish- 
history, in all manner of dialects are not saying it, That in 
regard to the lower orders of society, and their governance 
and guidance, the principle of Lazssez-faive has terminated, 
and is no longer applicable at all, in this Europe of 
ours. Still less in this England of ours. Not mis- 
government, nor yet no-government: only government 
will now serve. What is the meaning of the ‘five points,’ 
if we will understand them? What are all popular com- 
motions and maddest bellowings, from Peterloo to the 
Place-de-Gréve itself? Bellowings, zzarticulate cries as of a 
dumb creature in rage and pain; to the ear of wisdom 
they are inarticulate prayers: ‘‘Guide me, govern me! |] 
am mad, and miserable, and cannot guide myself!’’ Surely 
of all ‘rights of man,’ this right of the ignorant man to be 
guided by the wiser, to be, gently or forcibly, held in the 
true course by him, is the indisputablest. Nature herself 
ordains it from the first ; Society struggles toward perfection 
by enforcing and accomplishing it more and more. If 
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Freedom have any meaning, it means enjoyment of this 
right, wherein all other rights are enjoyed. It is a sacred 
right and duty, on both sides; and the summary of all 
social duties whatsoever between the two. Why does the 
one toil with his hands, if the other be not to toil, still more 
unweariedly, with heart and head? The brawny craftsman 
finds it no child’s play to mold his unpliant rugged 
masses ; neither is guidance of men a dilettanteism : what it 
becomes when treated as a dilettanteism, we may see! The 
wild horse bounds homeless through the wilderness, is not 
led to stall and manger : but neither does he toil for you, 
but for himself only. 

Democracy, we are well aware, what is called ‘self- 
government’ of the multitude by the multitude, is in words 
the thing everywhere passionately clamored for at present. 
Democracy makes rapid progress in these latter times, and 
ever more rapid, in a perilous accelerative ratio; toward 
Democracy, and that only, the progress of things is every- 
where tending as to the final goal and winning-post. So 
think, so clamor the multitudes everywhere. And yet all 
men may see, whose sight is good for much, that in 
democracy can lie no finality ; that with the completest win- 
ning of democracy there is nothing yet won,—except 
emptiness, and the free chance to win! Democracy is, by the 
nature of it, a self-canceling business: and gives in the long- 
run a net-result of zevo. Where no government is wanted, 
save that of the parish-constable, as in America with its 
boundless soil, every man being able to find work and 
recompense for himself; democracy may subsist; not else- 
where, except briefly, as a swift transition toward something 
other and farther. Democracy never yet, that we heard of, 
was able to accomplish much work, beyond that same can- 
celing of itself, Rome and Athens are themes for the 
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schools ; unexceptionable for that purpose. In Rome and 
Athens, as elsewhere, if we look practically, we shall find that 
it was not by loud voting and debating of many, but by wise 
insight and ordering of a few that the work was done. So 
is it ever, so will it ever be. The French Convention was a 
Parliament elected ‘by the five-points,’ with ballot-boxes, 
universal suffrages, and what not, as perfectly as Parliament 
can hope to be in this world; and had indeed a pretty spell 
of work to do, and did it. The French Convention had to 
cease from being a free Parliament, and become more 
arbitrary than any Sultan Bajazet, before it could so much 
as subsist. It had to purge out its argumentative Giron- 
dins, elect its: Supreme Committee of Sa/ut, guillotine into 
silence and extinction all that gainsayed it, and rule and 
work literally by the sternest despotism ever seen in 
Europe, before it could rule at all. Napoleon was not 
president of a republic ; Cromwell tried hard to rule in that 
way, but found that he could not. These, ‘the armed 
soldiers of democracy,’ had to chain democracy under their 
feet, and become despots over it, before they could work out 
the earnest obscure purpose of democracy itself! Democ- 
racy, take it where you will in our Europe, is found but 
as a regulated method of rebellion and abrogation; it 
abrogates the old arrangement of things; and leaves, as we 
say, zero and vacuity for the institution of a new arrange- 
ment. It is the consummation of No-government and 
Laissez-faire. It may be natural for our Europe at 
present ; but cannot be the ultimatum of it. Not toward 
the impossibility, ‘self-government’ of a multitude by a 
multitude ; but toward some possibility, government by the 
wisest, does bewildered Europe struggle. The blessedest 
possibility: not misgovernment, not Lazssez-faire, but 
veritable government! Cannot one discern too, across all 
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democratic turbulence, clattering of ballot-boxes and infinite 
sorrowful jangle, needful or not, that this at bottom is the 
wish and prayer of all human hearts, everywhere and at all 
times: ‘‘ Give me a leader; a true leader, not a false sham- 
leader; a true leader, that he may guide me on the true 
way, that I may be loyal to him, that I may swear fealty to 
him and follow him, and feel that it is well with me!” 
The relation of the taught to their teacher, of the loyal 
subject to his guiding King, is, under one shape or another, 
the vital element of human Society; indispensable to it, 
perennial in it; without which, as a body reft of its soul, it 
falls down into death, and with horrid noisome dissolution 
passes away and disappears. 

But verily in these times, with their new stern Evangel, 
that Speciosities which are not Realities can no longer be, 
all Aristocracies, Priesthoods, Persons in Authority, are 
called upon to consider. What is an Aristocracy? A 
corporation of the Best, of the Bravest. To this joyfully, 
with heart-loyalty, do men pay the half of their substance, 
to equip and decorate their Best, to lodge them in palaces, 
to set them high over all. For it is of the nature of men, 
in every time, to honor and love their Best; to know no 
limits in honoring them. Whatsoever Aristocracy zs still 
a corporation of the Best, is safe from all peril, and the land 
it rules is a safe and blessed land. Whatsoever Aristocracy 
does not even attempt to be that, but only to wear the 
clothes of that, is not safe; neither is the land it rules in 
sate! For this now is our sad lot, that we must find a veal 
Aristocracy, that an apparent Aristocracy, how plausible 
soever, has become inadequate for us. One way or other, 
the world will absolutely need to be governed; if not by 
this class of men, then by that. One can predict, without 
gift of prophecy, that the era of routine is nearly ended, 


Wisdom and faculty alone, faithful, valiant, ever-zealous, 
not pleasant but painful, continual effort, will suffice. Cost 
what it may, by one means or another, the toiling multi- 
tudes of this perplexed over-crowded Europe, must and 
will find governors. ‘ Lazssez-faire, Leave them to do?’ 
The thing they will do, if so left, is too frightful to think of! 
It has been done once, in sight of the whole earth, in these 
generations ; can it need to be done a second time? 

For a Priesthood, in like manner, whatsoever its titles, 
possessions, professions, there is but one question: does it 
teach and spiritually guide this people, yea or no? If yea, 
then is all well. But if no, then let it strive earnestly to 
alter, for as yet there is nothing well! Nothing, we say: 
and indeed is not this that we call spiritual guidance 
properly the soul of the whole, the life and eyesight of the 
whole? The world asks of its Church in these times, more 
passionately than of any other Institution any question, 
‘‘Canst thou teach us or not?’’—A Priesthood in France, 
when the world asked, ‘‘What canst thou do for us?’’ 
answered only, aloud and ever louder, ‘‘Are we not of 
God? Invested with all power?’’—till at length France 
cut short this controversy too, in what frightful way we 
know. To all men who believed in the Church, to all men 
who believed in God and the soul of man, there was no 
issue of the French Revolution half so sorrowful as that. 
France cast out its benighted blind Priesthood into destruc- 
tion; yet with what a loss to France also! A solution 
of continuity, what we may well call such; and this where 
continuity is so momentous: the New, whatever it may be, 
cannot now grow out of the Old, but is severed sheer 
asunder from the Old,—how much lies wasted in that gap ! 
That one whole generation of thinkers should be without 
a religion to believe, or even to contradict; that Chris- 
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tianity, in thinking France, should as it were fade away so 
long into a remote extraneous tradition, was one of the 
saddest facts connected with the future of that country. 
Look at such Political and Moral Philosophies, St. Simon- 
isms, Robert-Macairisms, and the ‘Literature of Despera- 
tion!’ Kingship was perhaps but a cheap waste, compared 
with this of the Priestship; under which France still, all 
but unconsciously, labors; and may long labor, remediless 
the while. Let others consider it, and take warning by it! 
France is a pregnant example in all ways. Aristocracies 
that do not govern, Priesthoods that do not teach; the 
misery of that, and the misery of altering that,—are written 
in Belshazzar fire-letters on the history of France. 

Or does the British reader, safe in the assurance that 
‘England is not France,’ call all this unpleasant doctrine 
of ours ideology, perfectibility, and a vacant dream? Does 
the British reader, resting on the faith that what has been 
these two generations was from the beginning, and will be 
to the end, assert to himself that things are already as they 
can be, as they must be; that on the whole, no Upper 
Classes did ever ‘govern’ the Lower, in this sense of 
governing? Believe it not, O British reader! Man is man 
everywhere ; dislikes to have ‘sensible species’ and ‘ghosts 
of defunct bodies’ foisted on him, in England even as in 
France. How much the Upper Classes did actually, in any 
of the most perfect Feudal time, return to the Under by 
way of recompense, in government, guidance, protection, 
we will not undertake to specify here. In Charity-Balls, 
Soup-Kitchens, in Quarter-Sessions, Prison-Discipline and 
Treadmills, we can well believe the old Feudal Aristocracy 
not to have surpassed the new. Yet we do say that the 
old Aristocracy were the governors of the Lower Classes, 
the guides of the Lower Classes ; and even, at bottom, that 
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they existed as an Aristocracy because they were found 
adequate for that. Not by Charity-Balls and Soup- 
Kitchens; not so; far otherwise! But it was _ their 
happiness that, in struggling for their own objects, they had 
to govern the Lower Classes, even in this sense of govern- 
ing. For, in one word, Cash Payment had not then grown 
to be the universal sole nexus of man to man; it was 
something other than morey that the high then expected 
from the low, and could not live without getting from the 
low. Not as buyer and seller alone, of land or what else it 
might be, but in many senses still as soldier and captain, 
as clansman and head, as loyal subject and guiding king, 
was the low related to the high. With the supreme 
triumph of Cash, a changed time has entered; there must 
a changed Aristocracy enter. We invite the British reader 
to meditate earnestly on these things. 

Another thing, which the British reader often reads and 
hears in this time, is worth his meditating for a moment : 
That Society ‘exists for the protection of property.’ To 
which it is added, that the poor man also has property, 
namely, his ‘labor,’ and the fifteen-pence or three-and- 
sixpence a-day he can get for that. True enough, O friends, 
‘for protecting property,’ most true: and indeed if you 
will once sufficiently enforce that Eighth Commandment, the 
whole ‘rights of man’ are well cared for: I know no better 
definition of the rights of man. Thou shalt not steal, thou 
shalt not be stolen from: what a Society were that; Plato’s 
Republic More’s ‘Utopia mere emblems of it! Give every 
man what is his, the accurate price of what he has done and 
been, no man shall any more complain, neither shalt the 
earth suffer any more. For the protection of property, 
in very truth, and for that alone!—And now what is thy 
property? That parchment title-deed, that purse thou 
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buttonest in thy breeches-pocket? Is that thy valuable 
property? Unhappy brother, most poor insolvent brother, 
I without parchment at all, with purse oftenest in the flaccid 
state, imponderous, which will not fling against the wind, 
have quite other property than that! I have the miraculous 
breath of Life in me, breathed into my nostrils by Almighty 
God. I have affections, thoughts, a God-given capadzlity 
to be and do; rights, therefore,—the right for instance to 
thy love if I love thee, to thy guidance if I obey thee: the 
strangest rights, whereof in church-pulpits one still hears 
something, though almost unintelligible now; rights, 
stretching high into Immensity, far into Eternity! Fifteen- 
pence a-day; three-and-sixpence a-day; eight hundred 
pounds and odd a-day, dost thou call that my property ? 
I value that but little; little all I could purchase with that. 
For truly, as is said, what matters it? In torn boots, in 
soft-hung carriages-and-four, a man gets always to his 
journey’s end. Socrates walked barefoot, or in wooden 
shoes, and yet arrived happily. They never asked him, 
What shoes or conveyance? never, What wages hadst 
thou? but simply, What work didst thou? Property, O 
brother? ‘Of my very body I have but a life-rent.’ As for 
this flaccid purse of mine, ’tis something, nothing ; has 
been the slave of pickpockets, cutthroats, Jew-brokers, gold- 
dust robbers ; ’twas his, ’tis mine ;—’tis thine, if thou care 
much to steal it. But my soul, breathed into me by God, 
my JZ and what capability is there; that is mine, and I 
will resist the stealing of it. I call that mine and not thine; 
I will keep that, and do what work I can with it: God has 
given it me, the Devil shall not take it away !—Alas, my 
friends, Society exists and has existed for a great many 
purposes, not so easy to specify ! 

Society, it is understood, does not in any age, prevent 
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a man from being what he can de. A sooty African 
can become a Toussaint |’Ouverture, a murderous Three- 
fingered Jack, let the yellow West Indies say to it what 
they will. A Scottish Poet, ‘proud of his name and 
country,’ caz apply fervently to ‘Gentlemen of the 
Caledonian Hunt,’ and become a gauger of beer-barrels, 
and tragical immortal broken-hearted Singer; the stifled 
echo of his melody audible through long centuries, one 
other note in ‘that sacred Jfserere’ that rises up to 
Heaven, out of all times and lands. What I can ée thou 
decidedly wilt not hinder me from being. Nay even for 
being what I cozld bc, I have the strangest claims on thee, 
—not convenient to adjust at present! Protection of 
breeches-pocket property? O reader, to what shifts is 
poor Society reduced, struggling to give still some account 
of herself, in epochs when Cash Payment has become the 
sole nexus of man to man! On the whole, we will advise 
Society not to talk at all about what she exists for; but 
rather with her whole industry to exist, to try how she can 
keep existing! That is her best plan. She may depend 
upon it, if she ever, by cruel chance, did come to exist only 
for protection of breeches-pocket property, she would lose 
very soon the gift of protecting even that, and find her 
career in our lower world on the point of terminating !— 


For the rest, that in the most perfect Feudal Ages, the 
Ideal of Aristocracy nowhere lived in vacant serene purity 
as an Ideal, but always as a poor imperfect Actual, little 
heeding or not knowing at all that an Ideal lay in it,—this 
too we will cheerfully admit. Imperfection, it is known, 
cleaves to human things; far is the Ideal departed from, in 
most times; very far! And yet so long as an Ideal (any 
soul of Truth) does, in never so confused a manner, exist 
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and work within the Actual, it is a tolerable business. Not 
so, when the Ideal has entirely departed, and the Actual 
owns to itself that it has no Ideal, no soul of Truth any 
longer: at that degree of imperfection human things 
cannot continue living; they are obliged to alter or expire, 
when they attain to that. Blotches and diseases exist on 
the skin and deeper, the heart continuing whole; but it is 
another matter when the heart itself becomes diseased ; 
when there is no heart, but a monstrous gangrene 
pretending to exist there as heart ! 

On the whole, O reader, thou wilt find everywhere that 
things which have had an existence among men have first 
of all had to have a truth and worth in them, and were not 
semblances but realities. Nothing but a reality ever yet 
got men to pay bed and board to it for long. Look at 
Mahometanism itself! Dalai-Lamaism, even Dalai-Lama- 
ism, one rejoices to discover, may be worth its victuals in 
this world; not a quackery but a sincerity ; not a nothing 
but a something! The mistake of those who believe that 
fraud, force, injustice, whatsoever untrue thing, howsoever 
cloaked and decorated, was ever or can ever be the princi- 
ple of man’s relations to man, is great, and the greatest. 
It is the error of the infidel; in whom the truth as yet is 
not. It is an error pregnant with mere errors and miseries ; 
an error fatal, lamentable, to be abandoned by all men. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


NOT LAISSEZ-FAIRE. 


OW an Aristocracy, in these present times and cir- 
H cumstances, could, if never so well disposed, set 
about governing the Under Class? What they 
should do; endeavor or attempt to do? That is even the 
question of questions :—the question which ¢hey have to 
solve; which it is our utmost function at present to tell 
them, lies there for solving, and must and will be solved. 
Insolvable we cannot fancy it. One select class Society 
has furnished with wealth, intelligence, leisure, means out- 
ward and inward for governing; another huge class, fur- 
nished by society with none of these things, declares that 
it must be governed: Negative stands fronting Positive; 
if Negative and Positive cannot unite,—it will be worse for 
both! Let the faculty and earnest constant effort of Eng- 
land combine round this matter; let it once be recognized 
as a vital matter.. Innumerable things our Upper Classes 
and Lawgivers might ‘do;’ but the preliminary of all 
things, we must repeat, is to know that a thing must needs 
be done. We lead them here to the shore of a boundless 
continent ; ask them, Whether they do not with their own 
eyes see it; see strange symptoms of it, lying huge, dark, 
unexplored, inevitable; full of hope, but also full of diffi- 
culty, savagery, almost of despair? Let them enter; they 
must enter; Time and Necessity have brought them hither ! 
where they are is no continuing! Let them enter; the 
first step once taken, the next will have become clearer, all 
future steps will become possible. It is a great problem 
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for all of us; but for themselves, we may say, more than 
for any. On them chiefly, as the expected solvers of it, 
will the failure of a solution first fall. One way or other 
there must and will be a solution. 

True, these matters lie far, very far indeed, from the 
‘usual habits of Parliament,’ in late times; from the routine 
course of any Legislative or Administrative body of men 
that exists among us. Too true! And that is even the 
thing we complain of: had the mischief been looked into 
as it gradually rose, it would not have attained this magni- 
tude. That self-canceling Donothingism and Laissez- 
faire should have got so ingrained into our Practice, is 
the source of all these miseries. It is too true that Parlia- 
ment, for the matter of near a century now, has been able 
to undertake the adjustment of almost one thing alone, of 
itself and its own interests; leaving other interests to rub 
along very much as they could and would. True, this 
was the practice of the whole Eighteenth Century; and 
struggles still to prolong itself into the Nineteenth,—which 
however is no longer the time for it! Those Eighteenth- 
Century Parliaments, one may hope, will become a curious 
object one day. Are not these same ‘ Memoirs’ of Horace 
Walpole, to an unparliamentary eye, already a curious 
object? One of the clearest-sighted men of the Eighteenth 
Century writes down his Parliamentary observation of it 
there; a determined despiser and merciless dissector of 
cant; a liberal withal, one who will go all lengths for the 
‘glorious revolution’ and resist Tory principles to the 
death: he writes, with an indignant elegiac feeling, how 
Mr. This, who had voted so and then voted so, and was 
the son of this and the brother of that, and had such claims 
to the fat appointment, was nevertheless scandalously post- 
poned to Mr. That ;—whereupon are not the affairs of this 
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nation in a bad way? How hungry Greek meets hungry 
Greek on the floor of St. Stephen’s, and wrestles him and 
throttles him till he has to cry, Hold! the office is thine !— 
of this does Horace write.—One must say, the destinies of 
nations do not always rest entirely on Parliament. One 
must say, it is a wonderful affair, that science of ‘ govern- 
ment’ as practiced in the Eighteenth Century of the Chris- 
tian era, and still struggling to practice itself. One must 
say, it was a lucky century that could get it so practiced: 
a century which had inherited richly from its predecessors ; 
and also which did, not unnaturally, bequeath to its suc- 
cessors a French Revolution, general overturn, and reign 
of terror ;—intimating, in most audible thunder, conflagra- 
tion, guillotinement, cannonading and universal war and 
earthquake, that such century with its practices had ended. 

Ended ;—for decidedly that course of procedure will no 
longer serve. Parliament will absolutely, with whatever 
effort, have to lift itself out of those deep ruts of donothing 
routine; and learn to say, on all sides, something more 
edifying than Lazssez-faire. If Parliament cannot learn it, 
what is to become of Parliament? The toiling millions of 
England ask of their English Parliament foremost of all, 
Canst thou govern us or not? Parliament with its privileges 
is strong; but Necessity and the Laws of Nature are 
stronger than it. If Parliament cannot do this thing, Parlia- 
ment, we prophesy, will do some other thing and things 
which, in the strangest and not the happiest way, will for- 
ward its being done,—not much to the advantage of Parlia- 
ment probably! Done, one way or other, the thing must 
be. In these complicated times, with Cash Payment as the 
sole nexus between man and man, the Toiling Classes of 
mankind declare, in their confused but most emphatic way, 
to the Untoiling, that they will be governed; that they 
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must—under penalty of Chartisms, Thuggeries, Rickburn- 
ings, and even blacker things than those. Vain also is it to 
think that the misery of one class, of the great universal 
under class, can be isolated and kept apart and peculiar, 
down in that class. By infallible contagion, evident enough 
to reflection, evident even to Political Economy that will 
reflect, the misery of the lowest spreads upward and 
upward till it reaches the very highest; till all has grown 
miserable, palpably false and wrong; and poor drudges 
hungering ‘on meal-husks and boiled grass’ do, by circuitous 
but sure methods, bring kings’ heads to the block ! 

Cash Payment the sole nexus; and there are so many 
things which cash will not pay! Cash is a great miracle ; 
yet it has not ali power in Heaven, nor even on Earth. 
‘Supply and demand’ we will honor also; and yet how 
many ‘demands’ are there, entirely indispensable, which 
have to go elsewhere than to the shops, and produce quite 
other than cash, before they can get their supply! On the 
whole, what astonishing payments does cash make in this 
world! Of your Samuel Johnson furnished with ‘fourpence 
halfpenny a day,’ and solid lodging at nights on the paved 
streets, as his payment, we do not speak ;—not in the way 
of complaint: it is a world-old business for the like of him, 
that same arrangement or a worse; perhaps the man, for 
his own uses, had need even of that and of no better. Nay 
is not Society, busy with its Talfourd Copyright Bill and 
the like, struggling to do something effectual for that man ;— 
enacting with all industry that his own creation be accounted 
his own manufacture, and continue unstolen, on his own 
market-stand, for so long as sixty years? Perhaps Society 
is right there; for discrepancies on that side too may 
become excessive. All men are not patient docile John- 
sons; some of them are half-mad inflammable Rousseaus. 
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Such, in peculiar times, you may drive too far. In France, 
for example, Society was not destitute of cash; Society 
contrived to pay Philippe d’Orleans not yet Egalité three 
hundred thousand a-year and odd, for driving cabriolets 
through the streets of Paris and other work done; but in 
cash, encouragement, arrangement, recompense or recogni- 
tion of any kind, it had nothing to give this same half-mad 
Rousseau for his work done; whose brain in consequence, 
too ‘much enforced’ for a weak brain, uttered hasty sparks, 
Contrat Social and the like, which proved not so quench- 
able again! In regard to that species of men too, who 
knows whether Lazssez-faire itself (which is Sergeant Tal- 
fourd’s Copyright Bill continued to eternity instead of sixty 
years) will not turn out insufficient, and have to cease, one 
day ?>— 

Alas, in regard to so very many things, Lazssez-faire 
ought partly to endeavor to cease! But in regard to poor 
Sans-potato peasants, Trades-Union craftsmen, Chartist 
cotton-spinners, the time has come when it must either 
cease or a worse thing straightway begin,—a thing of 
tinder-boxes, vitriol-bottles, second-hand pistols, a visibly 
insupportable thing in the eyes of all 


CHAPTER VIfl, 
NEW ERAS. 


OR in very truth it is a ‘new Era ;’ a new Practice has 
become indispensable in it. One has heard so often 
of new eras, new and newest eras, that the world has 
grown rather empty of late. Yet new eras do come; there 
is no fact surer than that they have come more than once. 
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And always with a change of era, with a change of intrinsic 
conditions, there had to be a change of practice and outward 
relations brought about,—if not peaceably, then by violence ; 
for brought about it had to be, there could no rest come till 
then. How many eras and epochs, not noted at the 
moment ;—which indeed is the blessedest condition of 
epochs, that they come quietly, making no proclamation of 
themselves, and are only visible long after: a Cromwell 
Rebellion, a French Revolution, ‘striking on the Horologe 
of Time,’ to tell all mortals what o’clock it has become, are 
too expensive, if one could help it !— 

In a strange rhapsodic ‘History of the Teuton Kindred 
(Geschichte der Teutschen Sippschaft), not yet translated 
into our language, we have found a Chapter on the Eras 
of England, which, were there room for it, would be instruc- 
tive in this place. We shall crave leave to excerpt some 
pages; partly as a relief from the too near vexations of our 
own rather sorrowful Era; partly as calculated to throw, 
more or less obliquely, some degree of light on the mean- 
ings of that. The Author is anonymous; but we have 
heard him called the Herr Professor Sauerteig, and indeed 
think we know him under that name: 


‘Who shall say what work and works this England has 
‘yet to do! For what purpose this land of Britain was 
‘created, set like a jewel in the encircling blue of Ocean; 
‘and this Tribe of Saxons, fashioned in the depths of time, 
‘on the shores of the Black Sea’’ or elsewhere, ‘‘ out of 
‘Harzebirge rock’’ or whatever other material, was sent 
‘traveling hitherward? No man can say: it was for a work, 
‘and for works, incapable of announcement in words. 
‘Thou seest them there, these works; part of them stand 
‘done, and visible to the eye; even these thou canst not 
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‘name. how much less the others, still matter of prophecy 
‘only !—They live and labor there, these twenty million 
‘Saxon men; they have been born into this mystery of life 
‘out of the darkness of Past Time :—how changed now 
‘since the first Father and first Mother of them set forth, 
‘quitting the Tribe of Zheuth, with a passionate farewell, 
‘under questionable auspices; on scanty bullock-cart, if 
‘they had even bullocks and a cart ; with axe and hunting- 
‘spear, to subdue a portion of our common Planet! This 
‘Nation now has cities and seedfields, has spring-vans, 
‘dray-wagons, Long-acre carriages, nay railway trains; 
‘has coined-money, exchange-bills, laws, books, war-fleets, 
‘spinning jennies, warehouses and West-India Docks: see 
‘what it has built and done, what it can and will yet build 
‘and do! These umbrageous pleasure-woods, green 
‘meadows, shaven stubble-fields, smooth-sweeping roads ; 
‘these high-domed cities, and what they hold and bear ; this 
‘mild Good-morrow which the stranger bids thee, equit- 
‘able, nay forbearant if need were, judicially calm and law- 
‘observing toward thee a stranger, what work has it not 
‘cost? How many brawny arms, generation after genera- 
‘tion, sank down wearied ; how many noble hearts, toiling 
‘while life lasted, and wise heads that wore themselves dim 
‘with scanning and discerning, before this waste Whitecliff, 
‘Albion so-called, with its other Cassiterides, 772 Jslands, 
‘became a BRITISH EMPIRE! The stream of World- 
‘History has altered its complexion; Romans are dead 
‘out, English are come it. The red broad mark of Roman- 
‘hood, stamped ineffaceably on that Chart of Time, has 
‘disappeared from the present, and belongs only to the 
‘past. England plays its part; England too has a mark 
‘to leave, and we will hope none of the least significant. 
‘Of a truth, whosoever had, with the bodily eye, seen 
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‘Hengst and Horsa mooring on the mud-beach of Thanet, 
‘on that spring morning of the Year 449; and then, with 
‘the spiritual eye, looked forward to New York, Calcutta, 
‘Sidney Cove, across the ages and the oceans; and 
‘thought what Wellingtons, Washingtons, Shakspeares, 
‘Miltons, Watts, Arkwrights, William Pitts and Davy 
‘Crocketts had to issue from that business, and do their 
‘several task-works so,—he would have said, those leather- 
‘boats of Hengst’s had a kind of cargo in them! A genea- 
‘logic Mythus superior to any in the old Greek, to almost 
‘any in the old Hebrew itself; and not a Mythus either, but 
‘every fiber of it fact. An Epic Poem was there, and all 
‘manner of poems; except that the Poet has not yet made 
‘his appearance. 

‘ Six centuries of obscure endeavor,’ continues Sauerteig, 
‘which, to read Historians, you would incline to call mere 
‘obscure slaughter, discord, and misendeavor ; of which all 
‘that the human memory, after a thousand readings, can 
‘remember, is that it resembled, what Milton names it, the 
‘“ flocking and fighting of kites and crows ;’’ this, in brief, 
‘is the history of the Heptarchy or Seven Kingdoms. Six 
‘centuries ; a stormy springtime, if there ever was one, for 
‘a Nation. Obscure fighting of kites and crows, however, 
‘was not the History of it; but was only what the dim 
‘Historians of it saw good to record. Were not forests 
‘felled, bogs drained, fields made arable, towns built, laws 
‘made, and the Thought and Practice of men in many 
‘ways perfected? Venerable Bede had got a language 
‘which he could now not only speak, but spell and put on 
‘paper: think what lies in that. Bemurmured by the 
‘German sea-flood swinging slow with sullen roar against 
‘those hoarse Northumbrian rocks, the venerable man set 
‘down several things in a legible manner. Or was the 


CHARTISM. ako 


‘smith idle hammering only war-tools? He had learned 
‘metallurgy, stithy-work in general; and made _ plow- 
‘shares withal, and adzes and mason-hammers. Castra, 
‘Caesters or Chesters, Dons, Tons (Zauns, Inclosures or 
‘ Towns), not a few, did they not stand there; of burnt 
‘brick, of timber, of lath-and-clay ; sending up the peace- 
‘able smoke of hearths? England had a History then too; 
‘though no Historian to write it. Those ‘‘flockings and 
‘fightings,’’ sad inevitable necessities, were the expensive 
‘tentative steps toward some capability of living and work- 
‘ing in concert: experiments they were, not always con- 
'«clusive, to ascertain who had the might over whom, the 
‘right over whom. 

‘M. Thierry has written an ingenious Book, celebrating 
‘with considerable pathos the fate of the Saxons, fallen 
‘under that fierce-hearted Conguestor, Acquirer or Con- 
‘queror, as heis named. M. Thierry professes to have a 
‘turn for looking at that side of things: the fate of the 
‘Welsh too moves him; of the Celts generally, whom a 
‘ fiercer race swept before them into the mountainous nooks 
‘of the West, whither they were not worth following. 
‘Noble deeds, according to M. Thierry, were done by these 
‘unsuccessful men, heroic sufferings undergone; which it 
‘is a pious duty to rescue from forgetfulness. True, 
‘surely! A tear at least is due to the unhappy: it is right 
‘and fit that there should be a man to assert that lost cause 
‘too, and see what can still be made of it. Most right :— 
‘and yet on the whole, taking matters on that great scale, 
‘what can we say but that the cause which pleased the 
‘gods has in the end pleased Cato also? Cato cannot 
‘alter it; Cato will find that he cannot at bottom wish to 
‘alter it. Might and Right do differ frightfully from hour to 
‘hour; but give them centuries to try it in, they are found 
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‘to be identical. Whose land was this of Britain? God's 
‘who made it, His and no other’s it was and is. Who of 
‘God’s creatures had a right to live in it? The wolves 
‘and bisons? Yes they; till one with a better right 
‘showed himself. The Celt, ‘‘aboriginal savage of 
‘Europe,’ as a snarling antiquary names him, arrived 
‘pretending to have a better right; and did accordingly, 
‘not without pain to the bisons, make good the same. He 
‘had a better right to that piece of God’s land; namely 
‘a better might to turn it to use ;—a might to settle himself 
‘there, at least, and try what use he could turn it to. The 
‘bisons disappeared ; the Celts took possession, and tilled. 
‘Forever, was it to be? Alas, forever is not a category 
‘that can establish itself in this world of Time. A world 
‘of Time, by the very definition of it, is a world of mortality 
‘and mutability, of Beginning and Ending. No property 
‘is eternal but God the Maker’s: whom Heaven permits 
‘to take possession, his is the right: heaven’s sanction zs 
‘such permission,—while it lasts: nothing more can be 
‘said. Why does that hyssop grow there, in the chink of 
‘the wall? Because the whole universe, sufficiently occu- 
‘pied otherwise, could not hitherto prevent its growing! 
‘It has the might and the right. By the same great law 
‘do Roman Empires establish themselves, Christian Relig- 
‘ions promulgate themselves, and all extant Powers bear 
‘rule. The strong thing is the just thing: this thou wilt 
‘find throughout in our world ;—as indeed was God and 
‘Truth the Maker of our world, or was Satan and 
‘Falsehood? 

‘One proposition widely current as to this Norman 
‘Conquest is of a Physiologic sort: That the conquerors 
‘and conquered here were of different races; nay that the 
‘Nobility of England is still, to this hour, of a somewhat 
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‘different blood from the commonalty, their fine Norman 
‘features contrasting so pleasantly with the coarse Saxon 
‘ones of the others. God knows, there are coarse enough 
‘features to be seen among the commonalty of that coun- 
‘try ; but if the Nobility’s be finer, it is not their Norman- 
‘hood that can be the reason. Does the above Physiologist 
‘reflect who those same Normans, Northmen, originally 
‘were? Baltic Saxons, and what other miscellany of 
‘Lurdanes, Jutes and Deutsch Pirates from the East-sea 
‘marshes would join them in plunder of France! If living 
‘three centuries longer in Heathenism, sea-robbery, and 
‘the unlucrative fishing of ambergris could ennoble them 
‘beyond the others, then were they ennobled. The Nor- 
‘mans were Saxons who had learned to speak French. 
‘No: by Thor and Wodan, the Saxons were all as noble 
‘as was needful ;—shaped, says the Mythus, ‘‘from the 
‘rock of the Harzgebirge;’’ brother-tribes being made 
‘of clay, wood, water, or what other material might be 
‘going! A stubborn, taciturn, sulky, indomitable rock- 
‘made race of men; as the figure they cut in all quarters, 
‘in the cane-brake of Arkansas, in the Ghauts of the Him- 
‘malaya, no less than in London City, in Warwick or 
‘Lancaster County, does still abundantly manifest. 


‘To this English People in World-History, there have 
‘been, shall I prophesy, Two grand tasks assigned ? 
‘Huge-looming through the dim tumult of the always 
‘incommensurable Present Time, outlines of two tasks dis- 
‘close themselves: the grand Industrial task of conquering 
‘some half or more of this Terraquous Planet for the use*of 
‘man ;. then secondly, the grand Constitutional task of shar- 
‘ing, in some pacific endurable manner, the fruit of said 
‘conquest, and showing all people how it might be done. 
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‘These I will call their two tasks, discernible hitherto in 
‘World-History : in both of these they have made respect- 
‘able though unequal progress. Steam-engines, plow- 
‘shares, pickaxes; what is meant by conquering this 
‘Planet, they partly know. Elective franchise, ballot-box, 
‘representative assembly ; how to accomplish sharing of 
‘that conquest, they do not so well know. Europe knows 
‘not; Europe vehemently asks in these days, but receives 
‘no answer, no credible answer. For as to the partial 
‘Delolmish, Benthamee, or other French or English 
‘answers, current in the proper quarters and highly bene- 
‘ficial and indispensable there, thy disbelief in them as final 
‘answers, I take it, is complete. 


‘Succession of Rebellions? Successive clippings away 
‘of the Supreme Authority ; class after class rising in revolt 
‘to say, ‘‘We will no more be governed so’’? That is 
‘not the history of the English Constitution ; not altogether 
‘that. Rebellion is the means, but it is not the motive 
‘cause. The motive cause, and true secret of the matter, 
‘were always this: The necessity there was for rebelling ? 

‘Rights I will permit thee to call everywhere correctly- 
‘articulated mights. A dreadful business to articulate cor- 
‘rectly! Consider those Barons of Runnymead ; consider 
‘all manner of successfully revolting men! Your Great 
‘Charter has to be experimented on, by battle and debate, 
‘for a hundred-and-fifty years; is then found to de correct ; 
‘and stands as true Magna Charta,—nigh cut in pieces by 
‘a tailor, short of measures, in later generations. Mights, 
‘I say, are a dreadful business to articulate correctly! Yet 
‘articulated they have to be; the time comes for it, the 
‘need comes for it, and with enormous difficulty and 
‘experimenting it is got done. Call it not succession of 
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‘rebellions; call it rather succession of expansions, of 
‘enlightenments, gift of articulate utterance descending 
‘ever lower. Class after class acquires faculty of utter- 
‘ance,—Necessity teaching and compelling; as the dumb 
‘youth seeing the knife at his father’s throat, suddenly 
‘acquired speech! Consider too how class after class not 
‘only acquires faculty of articulating what its might is, but 
‘likewise grows in might, acquires might or loses might; 
‘so that always, after a space, there is not only new gift of 
‘articulating, but there is something new to articulate. 
‘Constitutional epochs will never cease among men. 


‘ And so now, the Barons all settled and satisfied, a new 
‘class hitherto silent had begun to speak ; the Middle Class, 
‘namely. In the time of James First, not only Knights 
‘of the Shire but parliamentary Burgesses assemble, to 
‘assert, to complain and propose; a real House of Com- 
‘mons has come decisively into play,—much to the aston- 
‘ishment of James First. We call it a growth of mights, 
‘if also of necessities; a growth of power to articulate 
‘mights, and make rights of them. 

‘In those past silent centuries, among those silent 
‘classes, much had been going on. Not only had red- 
‘deer in the New and other Forests been got preserved and 
‘shot; and treacheries of Simon de Montfort, wars of Red 
‘and White Roses, Battles of Crecy, Battles of Bosworth 
‘and many other battles been got transacted and adjusted ; 
‘but England wholly, not without sore toil and aching 
‘bones to the millions of sires and the millions of sons 
‘these eighteen generations, had been got drained and 
‘tilled, covered with yellow harvests, beautiful and rich 
‘possessions ; the mud-wooden Caesters and Chesters had 
‘become steepled tile-roofed compact Towns. Sheffield 
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‘had taken to the manufacture of Sheffield whittles ; Wor- 
‘stead could from wool spin yarn, and knit or weave the 
‘same into stockings or breeches for men. England had 
‘property valuable to the auctioneer ; but the accumulated 
‘manufacturing, commercial, economic skz/J which lay 
‘impalpably warehoused in English hands and heads, what 
‘auctioneer could estimate ! 

‘Hardly an Englishman to be met with but could do 
‘something ; some cunninger thing than break his fellow- 
‘creature’s head with battle-axes. The seven incorporated 
‘trades, with their million guild-brethren, with their ham- 
‘mers, their shuttles and tools, what an army ;—fit to con- 
‘quer that land of England, as we say, and to hold it con- 
‘quered! Nay, strangest of all, the English people had 
‘acquired the faculty and habit of thinking,—even of 
‘believing ; individual conscience had unfolded itself among 
‘them ; Conscience, and Intelligence its handmaid. Ideas 
‘of innumerable kinds were circulating among these men: 
‘witness one Shakspeare, a woolcomber, poacher, or what- 
‘ever else at Stratford in Warwickshire, who happened to 
‘write books! The finest human figure, as I apprehend, 
‘that Nature has hitherto seen fit to make of our widely 
‘diffused Teutonic clay. Saxon, Norman, Celt or Sarmat, 
‘I find no human soul so beautiful, these fifteen hundred 
‘known years ;—our supreme modern European man. 
‘Him England had contrived to realize; were there not 
‘ideas ? 

‘Ideas poetic and also Puritanic,—that had to seek 
‘utterance in the notablest way! England had got her 
‘Shakspeare; but was now about to get her Milton and 
‘Oliver Cromwell. This too we will call a new expansion, 
‘hard as it might be to articulate and adjust; this, that a 
‘man could actually have a Conscience for his own behoof, 
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‘and not for his Priest’s only ; that his Priest, be who he 
‘might, would henceforth have to take that fact along with 
‘him. One of the hardest things to adjust! It is not 
‘adjusted down to this hour. It lasts onward to the time 
‘they call ‘‘Glorious Revolution’’ before so much as a 
‘reasonable truce can be made, and the war proceed by 
‘logic mainly. And still it is war, and no peace, unless we 
‘call waste vacancy peace. But it needed to be adjusted, 
‘as the others had done, as still others will do. Nobility 
‘at Runnymead cannot endure foul play grown palpable ; 
‘no more can Gentry in Long Parliament; no more can 
‘Commonalty in Parliament they name Reformed. Prynne’s 
‘bloody ears were as a testimony and question to all 
‘England : ‘‘ Englishmen, is this fair?’’ England, no longer 
‘continent of herself, answered, bellowing as with the voice 
“ot_lions ? ‘No, it is not fair !’’ 


‘But now on the Industrial side, while this great Con- 
‘stitutional controversy, and revolt of the Middle Class had 
‘not ended, had yet but begun, what a shoot was that that 
‘England, carelessly, in quest of other objects, struck out 
‘across the Ocean, into the waste land which it named Mew 
‘England! Hail to thee, poor little ship Mayflower, of 
‘ Delft-Haven; poor common-looking ship, hired by com- 
‘mon charter party for coined dollars; caulked with mere 
-foakum and tar ;—provisioned with vulgarest biscuit and 
‘bacon ;—yet what ship Argo, or miraculous epic ship built 
‘by the Sea-gods, was other than a foolish bumbarge in 
‘comparison! Golden fleeces or the like these sailed for, 
‘with or without effect ; thou little Mayflower hadst in thee 
‘a veritable Promethean spark ; the life-spark of the largest 
‘Nation on our Earth,—so we may already name the 
‘Transatlantic Saxon Nation. They went seeking leave to 
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‘hear sermon in their own method, these Mayflower 
‘Puritans ; a most honest indispensable search : and yet, like 
‘Saul the son of Kish, seeking a small thing, they found 
‘this unexpected great thing! Honor to the brave and 
‘true; they verily, we say, carry fire from Heaven, and 
‘have a power which themselves dream not of. Let all 
‘men honor Puritanism, since God has so honored it. Islam 
‘itself, with its wild heartfelt ‘“4d//ah akbar, God Zs great,”’ 
‘was it not honored? There is but one thing without 
‘honor; smitten with eternal barrenness and inability to do 
‘or be: Insincerity, Unbelief. He who believes no ¢hing, 
‘who believes only the shows of things, is not in relation 
‘with Nature and Fact at all. Nature denies him; orders 
‘him at his earliest convenience to disappear. Let him 
‘disappear from her domains,—into those of Chaos, 
‘Hypothesis and Simulacrum, or whatever else his parish 
‘may be. 


‘ As to the third Constitutional controversy, that of the 
‘Working Classes, which now debates itself everywhere 
‘these fifty years, in France specifically since 1789, in 
‘England too since 1831, it is doubtless the hardest of all 
‘to get articulated ; finis of peace, or even reasonable truce 
‘on this, is a thing I have little prospect of for several 
‘generations. Dark, wild-weltering, dreary, boundless ; 
‘nothing heard on it yet but ballot-boxes, Parliamentary 
‘arguing ; not to speak of much far worse arguing, by steel 
‘and lead, from Valmy to Waterloo, to Peterloo ! 

‘And yet of Representative Assemblies may not this 
‘good be said: That contending parties in a country do 
‘thereby ascertain one another's strength? They fight 
‘there, since fight they must, by petition, Parliamentary 
‘eloquence, not by sword, bayonet and bursts of military 
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‘cannon. Why do men fight at all, if it be not that they 
‘are yet wmacquainted with one another’s strength, and 
‘must fight and ascertain it? Knowing that thou art 
‘stronger than I, that thou canst compel me, I will submit 
‘to thee: unless I chance to prefer extermination, and 
‘slightly circuitous suicide, there is no other course for me. 
‘That in England, by public meetings, by petitions, by 
‘elections, leading-articles, and other jangling hubbub and 
‘tongue-fence which perpetually goes on everywhere in that 
‘country, people ascertain one another’s strength, and the 
‘most obdurate House of Lords has to yield and give in 
‘before it come to cannonading and guillotinement; this is 
‘a saving characteristic of England. Nay, at bottom, is 
‘not this the celebrated English Constitution itself? This 
‘unspoken Constitution, whereof Privilege of Parliament, 
‘Money-Bill, Mutiny-Bill, and all that could be spoken and 
‘enacted hitherto, is not the essence and body, but only the 
‘shape and skin? Such Constitution is, in our times, verily 
‘invaluable. 


‘Long stormy spring-time, wet contentious April, winter 
‘chilling the lap of very May; but at length the season of 
‘summer does come. So long the tree stood naked ; angry 
‘wiry naked boughs moaning and creaking in the wind: 
‘you would say, Cut it down, why cumbereth it the 
‘oround? Not so; we must wait; all things will have their 
‘time.—Of the man Shakspeare, and his Elizabethan Era, 
‘with its Sydneys, Raleighs, Bacons, what could we say ?— 
‘That it was a spiritual flower-time. Suddenly, as with the 
‘breath of June, your rude naked tree is touched; bursts 
‘into leaves and flowers, such leaves and flowers. The past 
‘long ages of nakedness, and wintry fermentation and elab- 
‘oration, have done their part, though seeming to do 
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‘nothing. The past silence has got a voice, all the more 
‘significant the longer it had continued silent. In trees, 
‘men, institutions, creeds, nations, in all things extant and 
‘growing in this universe, we may note such vicissitudes, 
‘and budding-times. Moreover there are spiritual bud- 
‘ding times; and then also there are physical appointed to 
‘nations. 

‘ Thus in the middle of that poor calumniated Eighteenth 
‘Century, see once more! Long winter again past, the 
‘dead-seeming tree proves to be living, to have been always 
‘living ; after motionless times, every bough shoots forth on 
‘the sudden, very strangely :—it now turns out that this 
‘favored England was not only to have had her Shakspeares, 
‘Bacons, Sydneys, but to have her Watts, Arkwrights, 
‘Brindleys! We will honor greatness in all kinds. The 
‘ Prospero that evoked the singing of Ariel, and took captive 
‘the world with those melodies: the same Prospero can 
‘send his Fire-demons panting across all oceans; shooting 
‘with the speed of meteors, on cunning highways, from end 
‘to end of kingdoms; and make Iron his missionary, 
‘preaching zfs evangel to the brute Primeval Powers, which 
‘listen and obey: neither is this small. Manchester, with 
‘its cotton-fuz, its smoke and dust, its tumult and conten- 


‘tious squalor, is hideous to thee? Think not so: a precious 


‘substance, beautiful as magic dreams, and yet no dream 
‘but a reality, lies hidden in that noisome wrappage ;—a 
‘wrappage struggling indeed (look at Chartisms and such 
‘like) to cast itself off, and leave the beauty free and visible 
‘there! Hast thou heard, with sound ears, the awakening 
‘of a Manchester, on Monday morning, at half past five 
‘by the clock; the rushing of its thousand mills, like the 
‘boom of an Atlantic tide, ten thousand times ten thousand 
‘Spools and spindles all set humming there, —it is perhaps, 
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‘if thou knew it well, sublime as a Niagara, or more so. 
‘ Cotton-spinning is the clothing of the naked in its result ; 
‘the triumph of man over matter in its means. Soot and 
‘despair are not the essence of it; they are divisible from 
‘it, —at this hour, are they not crying fiercely to be divided? 
‘The great Geethe, looking at cotton Switzerland, declared 
‘it, Iam told, to be of all things that he had seen in this 
‘world the most poetical. Whereat friend Kanzler von 
‘Miller, in search of the palpable picturesque, could not 
‘but stare wide-eyed. Nevertheless our World-Poet knew 
‘well what he was saying. 

‘Richard Arkwright, it would seem, was not a beautiful 
‘man ; no romance-hero with haughty eyes, Apollo-lip, and 
‘gesture like the herald Mercury; a plain, almost gross, 
‘bag-cheeked, pot-bellied Lancashire man, with an air of 
‘painful reflection, yet also of copious free digestion ;—a 
‘man stationed by the community to shave certain dusty 
‘beards, in the Northern parts of England, at a half-penny 
‘each. To such end, we say, by forethought, oversight, 
‘accident and arrangement, had Richard Arkwright been, 
‘by the community of England and his own consent, set 
‘apart. Nevertheless, in strapping of razors, in lathering 
‘of dusty beards, and the contradictions and confusions 
‘attendant thereon, the man had notions in that rough head 
‘of his ; spindles, shuttles, wheels and contrivances plying 
‘ideally within the same ; rather hopeless-looking ; which, 
‘however, he did at last bring to bear. Not without 
‘difficulty. His townsfolk rose in mob round him, for 
‘threatening to shorten labor, to shorten wages ; so that he 
‘had to fly with broken washpots, scattered household, and 
‘seek refuge elsewhere. Nay his wife too, as I learn, 
‘rebelled ; burnt his wooden model of his spinning wheel ; 
‘resolute that he should stick to his razors rather: for 
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‘which, however, he decisively, as thou wilt rejoice to 
‘understand, packed her out of doors. O reader, what a 
‘Historical phenomenon is that bag-cheeked, pot-bellied, 
‘much-enduring, much-inventing man and barber? French 
‘Revolutions were a brewing: to resist the same in any 
‘measure, imperial Kaisers were impotent without the cotton 
‘and cloth of England: and it was this man that had to 
‘give England the power of cotton. 

‘Neither had Watt of the Steam-engine a heroic origin, 
‘any kindred with the princes of this world. The princes 
‘of this world were shooting their partridges; noisily, in 
‘Parliament or elsewhere, solving the question, Head or 
‘tail? while this man, with blackened fingers, with grim 
‘brow, was searching out, in his workshop, the Fire-secret ; 
‘or, having found it, was painfully wending to and fro in 
‘quest of a ‘‘moneyed man’’ as indispensable man-midwife 
‘of the same. Reader, thou shalt admire what is admir- 
‘able, not what is dressed in admirable. Thou shalt learn 
‘to know the British lion even when he is not throne- 
‘supporter, and also the British jackass in lion’s skin even 
‘when he is. Ah, couldst thou always, what a world were 
‘it! But has the Berlin Royal Academy or any English 
‘Useful-Knowledge Society discovered, for instance, who it 
‘was that first scratched earth with a stick; and threw 
‘corns, the biggest he could find, into it; seedgrains of a 
‘certain grass, which he named white or wheat? Again, 
‘what is the whole Tees-water and other breeding world to 
‘him who stole home from the forests the first bison-calf, 
‘and bred it up to be a tame bison, a milk-cow? No 
‘machine of all they showed me in Birmingham can be put 
‘in comparison for ingenuity with that figure of the wedge 
‘named knife, of the wedges named saw, of the lever named 
‘hammer :—nay is it not with the hammer-knife, named 
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‘sword, that men fight, and maintain any semblance of 
‘constituted authority that yet survives among us? The 
‘steam-engine I call fire-demon and great; but it is nothing 
‘to the invention of #ve. Prometheus, Tubal-Cain, Trip- 
‘tolemus! Are not our greatest men as good as lost? The 
‘men that walk daily among us, clothing us, warming us, 
‘feeding us, walk shrouded in darkness, mere mythic men. 

‘It is said, ideas produce revolutions: and truly so they 
‘do; not spiritual ideas only, but even mechanical. In . 
‘this clanging clashing universal Sword-dance which the 
‘European world now dances for the last half-century, 
‘Voltaire is but one choragus, where Richard Arkwright is 
‘another. Let it dance itself out. When Arkwright shall 
‘have become mythic like Arachne, we shall spin in peace- 
‘able profit by him; and the Sword-dance, with all its 
‘sorrowful shufflings, Waterloo waltzes, Moscow galopades, 
‘how forgotten will that be! 


‘On the whole, were not all these things most unex- 
‘pected, unforeseen? As indeed what thing is foreseen; 
‘especially what man, the parent of things! Robert Clive 
‘in that same time went out, with a developed gift of 
‘penmanship, as writer or superior book-keeper to a 
‘Trading Factory established in the distant East. With 
‘gift of penmanship developed; with other gifts not yet 
‘developed, which the calls of the case did by and by 
‘develop. Not fit for book-keeping alone, the man was 
‘found fit for conquering Nawaubs, founding kingdoms, 
‘Indian Empires! In a questionable manner, Indian 
‘Empire from the other hemisphere took up its abode in 
‘Leadenhall Street, in the City of London. 

‘Accidental all these things and persons look, unex- 
‘pected every one of them to man. Yet inevitable every 
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‘one of them; foreseen, not unexpected, by Supreme 
‘Power; prepared, appointed from afar. Advancing 
‘always through all centuries, in the middle of the eight- 
‘eenth they avvived. The Saxon kindred burst forth 
‘into cotton-spinning, cloth-cropping, iron-forging, steam- 
‘engining, railwaying, commercing and careering toward 
‘all the winds of Heaven,—in this inexplicable noisy 
‘manner; the noise of which, in Power-mills, in progress- 
‘of-the-species Magazines, still deafens us somewhat. Most 
‘noisy, sudden! The Staffordshire coal-stratum and coal- 
‘strata, lay side by side with iron-strata, quiet since the 
‘creation of the world! Water flowed in Lancashire and 
‘Lanarkshire ; bituminous fire lay bedded in rocks there 
‘too,—over which how many fighting Stanleys, black 
‘Douglases, and other the like contentious persons, had 
‘fought out their bickerings and broils, not without result, 
‘we will hope! But God said, Let the iron missionaries 
‘be; and they were. Coal and iron, so long close unre- 
‘gardful neighbors, are wedded together ; Birmingham and 
‘Wolverhampton, and the hundred Stygian forges, with 
‘their fire-throats and never-resting sledge-hammers, rose 
‘into day. Wet Mancunium stretched out her hand 
‘toward Carolina and the torrid zone, and plucked cotton 
‘there: who could forbid her, her that had the skill to 
‘weave it? Fish fled thereupon from the Mersey River, 
‘vexed with innumerable keels. England, I say, dug out 
‘her bitumen-fire, and bade it work: towns rose, and 
‘steeple-chimneys ;—Chartisms also, and Parliaments they 
‘name Reformed.’ 

Such, figuratively given, are some prominent points, 
chief mountain-summits, of our English history past and 
present, according to the Author of this strange untranslated 


Work, whom we think we recognize to be an old 
acquaintance, 
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\ CHAPTER IX. 


PARLIAMENTARY RADICALISM. 


O us looking at these matters somewhat in the 

same light, Reform-Bills, French Revolutions, Louis- 

Philippes, Chartisms, Revolts of Three Days, and 
what not,are no longer inexplicable. Where the great 
mass of men is tolerably right, all is right; where they are 
not right, all is wrong. The speaking classes speak and 
debate, each for itself; the great dumb, deep-buried class 
lies like an Enceladus, who in his pain, if he will complain 
of it, has to produce earthquakes! Everywhere, in these 
countries, in these times, the central fact worthy of all 
consideration forces itself on us in this shape: the claim of 
the Free Working man to be raised to a level, we may say, 
with the Working Slave; his anger and cureless discontent 
till that be done; Food, shelter, due guidance, in return 
for his labor: candidly interpreted, Chartism and all such 
zsms mean that; and the madder they are, do they not the 
more emphatically mean, ‘‘See what guidance you have 
given us! What delirium we are brought to talk and 
project, guided by nobody!” Lazssez-fatre on the part of 
the Governing Classes, we repeat again and again, will, with 
whatever difficulty, have to cease; pacific mutual division 
of the spoil, and a world well let alone, will no longer 
suffice. A Do-nothing Guidance; and it is a Do-something 
World! Would to God our Ducal Duces would become 
leaders indeed; our Aristocracies and Priesthoods discover 
in some suitable degree what the world expected of them, 
what the world could no longer do without getting of them ! 
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Nameless unmeasured confusions, misery to themselves and 
us, might so be spared. But that too will be as God has 
appointed. If they learn, it will be well and happy: if not 
they, then others instead of them will and must, and once 
more, though after a long sad circuit, it will be well and 
happy. 

Neither is the history of Chartism mysterious in these 
times; especially if that of Radicalism be looked at. All 
along for the last five-and-twenty years, it was curious to 
note how the internal discontent of England struggled to 
find vent for itself through azy orifice: the poor patient all 
sick from center to surface, complains now of this member, 
now of that ;—corn-laws, currency-laws, free-trade, protec- 
tion, want of free-trade: the poor patient tossing from side 
to side, seeking a sound side to lie on, finds none. This 
Doctor says, it is the liver; that other, it is the lungs, the 
head, the heart, defective transpiration in the skin. A 
thorough-going Doctor of eminence said, it was rotten 
boroughs; the want of extended suffrage to destroy rotten 
boroughs. From of old the English patient himself had a 
continually recurring notion that this was it. The English 
people are used to suffrage; it is their panacea for all that 
goes wrong with them; they have a fixed-idea of suffrage. 
Singular enough; one’s right to vote for a Member of 
Parliament, to send one’s ‘twenty thousandth part of a 
master of tongue-fence to National Palaver,’-—the Doctors 
asserted that this was Freedom, this and no other. It 
seemed credible to many men, of high degree and of low. 
The persuasion of remedy grew, the evil was pressing ; 
Swing’s ricks were on fire. Some nine years ago, a State- 
surgeon rose, and in peculiar circumstances said: Let there 
be extension of the suffrage; let the great Doctor’s 
nostrum, the patient’s old passionate prayer be fulfilled ! 
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Parliamentary Radicalism, while it gave articulate 
utterance to the discontent of the English people, could not 
by its worst enemy be said to be without a function. If it 
is in the natural order of things that there must be discon- 
tent, no -less so is it that such discontent should have an 
outlet, a Parliamentary voice. Here the matter is debated 
of, demonstrated, contradicted, qualified, reduced to feasi- 
bility ;—can at least solace itself with hope, and die gently, 
convicted of wzfeasibility. The New, Untried, ascertains 
how it will fit itself into the arrangements of the Old; 
whether the Old can be compelled to admit it; how in 
that case it may, with the minimum of violence, be 
admitted. Nor let us count it any easy one, this function 
of Radicalism ; it was one of the most difficult. The pain- 
stricken patient does, indeed, without effort groan and 
complain; but not without effort does the physician 
ascertain what it is that has gone wrong with him, how 
some remedy may be devised for him. And above all, if 
your patient is not one sick man, but a whole sick nation ! 
Dingy dumb millions, grimed with dust and sweat, with 
darkness, rage and sorrow, stood round these men, saying, 
or struggling as they could to say: ‘‘Behold, our lot is 
unfair; our life is not whole but sick: we cannot live under 
injustice; go ye and get us justice!’’ For whether the 
poor operative clamored for Time-bill, Factory-bill, Corn- 
bill, for or against whatever bill, this was what he meant. 
All bills plausibly presented might have some look of hope 
in them, might get some clamor of approval from him ; as, 
for the man wholly sick, there is no disease in the 
Nosology but he can trace in himself some symptoms of it. 
Such was the mission of Parliamentary Radicalism. 

How Parliamentary Radicalism has fulfilled this mission, 
entrusted to its management these eight years now, is 
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known to all men. The expectant millions have sat at a 
feast of the Barmecide; been bidden fill themselves with 
imagination of meat. What thing has Radicalism obtained 
for them; what other than shadows of things has it so 
much as asked for them? Cheap Justice, Justice to Ireland, 
Irish Appropriation-Clause, Rate-paying Clause, Poor- 
Rate, Church-Rate, Household Suffrage, Ballot-Question 
‘open’ or shut: not things but shadows of things; 
Benthamee formulas; barren as the east-wind! An Ultra- 
radical, not seemingly of the Benthamee species, is forced 
to exclaim: ‘The people are at last wearied. They say, 
‘Why should we be ruined in our shops, thrown out of our 
‘farms, voting for these men? Ministerial majorities 
‘decline; this Ministry has become impotent, had it even 
‘the will to do good. They have called long to us, ‘‘We 
‘are a Reform Ministy; will ye not support ws?’’ We 
‘have supported them; borne them forward indignantly on 
‘our shoulders, time after time, fall after fall, when they had 
‘been hurled out into the street; and lay prostrate, help- 
‘less, like dead luggage. It is the fact of a Reform 
‘Ministry, not the name of one that we would support! 
‘Languor, sickness of hope deferred pervades the public 
‘mind; the public mind says at last, Why all this struggle 
‘for the zame of a Reform Ministry? Let the Tories be 
‘Ministry if they will; let at least some living reality be 
‘Ministry! A rearing horse that will only run backward, 
‘he is not the horse one would choose to travel on: yet of 
‘all conceivable horses the worst is the dead horse. 
‘Mounted ona rearing horse, you may back him, spur him, 
‘check him, make a little way even backwards; but seated 
‘astride of your dead horse, what chance is there for you 
‘in the chapter of possibilities? You sit motionless, 
‘hopeless, a spectacle to gods and men.’ 
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There is a class of revolutionists named Girondins, 
whose fate in history is remarkable enough! Men who 
rebel, and urge the Lower Classes to rebel, ought to have 
other than Formulas to go upon. Men who discern in 
the misery of the toiling complaining millions not misery, 
but only a raw-material which can be wrought upon, and 
traded in, for one’s own poor hidebound theories and ego- 
isms; to whom millions of living fellow-creatures, with 
beating hearts in their bosoms, beating, suffering, hoping, 
are ‘masses,’ mere ‘explosive masses for blowing down 
Bastiles with,’ for voting at hustings for ws: such men are 
of the questionable species! No man is justified in resisting 
by word or deed the Authority he lives under, for a light 
cause, be such Authority what it may. Obedience, little 
as many may consider that side of the matter, is the primary 
duty of man. No man but is bound indefeasibly, with all 
force of obligation, to obey. Parents, teachers, superiors, 
leaders, these all creatures recognize as deserving obedi- 
ence. Recognized or not recognized, a man has his supe- 
riors, a regular Lierarchy above him; extending up, degree 
above degree; to Heaven itself and God the Maker, who 
made His world not for anarchy but for rule and order! 
It is not a light matter when the just man can recognize in 
the powers set over him no longer anything that is divine ; 
when resistance against such becomes a deeper law of order 
than obedience to them; when the just man sees himself 
in the tragical position of a stirrer up of strife! Rebel 
without due and most due cause, is the ugliest of words ; 
the first rebel was Satan. 

But now in these circumstances shall we blame the 
unvoting disappointed millions that they turn away with 
horror from this name of a Reform Ministry, name of a 
Parliamentary Radicalism, and demand a fact and reality 
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thereof? That they too, having still faith in what so many 
had faith in, still count ‘extension of the suffrage’ the one 
thing needful; and say, in such manner as they can, Let 
the suffrage be still extended, ¢hen all will be well? It is 
the ancient British faith; promulgated in these ages by 
prophets and evangelists ; preached forth from barrel-heads 
by all manner of men. He who is free and blessed has his 
twenty-thousandth part of a master of tongue-fence in 
National Palaver; whosoever is not blessed but unhappy, 
the ailment of him is that he has it not. Ought he not to 
have it then? By the law of God and of men, Yea ;—and 
will have it withal! Chartism, with its ‘five points,’ borne 
aloft on pikeheads and torchlight meetings, is there. 
Chartism is one of the most natural phenomena in Eng- 
land. Not that Chartism now exists should provoke won- 
der; but that the invited hungry people should have sat 
eight years at such table of the Barmecide, patiently expect- 
ing somewhat from the Name of a Reform Ministry, and 
not till after eight years have grown hopeless, this is the 
respectable side of the miracle. 


CHAPTER X. 


IMPOSSIBLE. 


Bin what are we to do? exclaims the practical man, 


impatiently on every side: ‘‘Descend from specu- 
lation and the safe pulpit, down into the rough 
market-place, and say what can be done!’’—O practical 


man, there seem very many things which practice and true 
manlike effort, in Parliament and out of it, might actually 
avail to do. But the first of all things, as already said, is 
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to gird thyself up for actual doing; to know that thou 
SOhees either must do, or, as the Irish say, ‘come out of 

It is not a lucky word this same zmpossible: no good 
comes of those that have it so often in their mouth. Who 
is he that says always, There is a lion in the way? Slug- 
gard, thou must slay the lion, then; the way has to be 
traveled! In Art, in Practice, innumerable critics will 
demonstrate that most things are henceforth impossible ; 
that we are got, once for all, into the region of perennial 
commonplace, and must contentedly continue there. Let 
such critics demonstrate; it is the nature of them: what 
harm is in it? Poetry once well demonstrated to be impos- 
sible, arises the Burns, arises the Goethe. Unheroic com- 
monplace being now clearly all we have to look for, comes 
the Napoleon, comes the conquest of the world. It was 
proved by fluxionary calculus, that steamships could never 
get across from the farthest point of Ireland to the nearest 
of Newfoundland: impelling force, resisting force, maximum 
here, minimum there; by law of Nature, and geometric 
demonstration ;—what could be done? The Great Western, 
could weigh anchor from Bristol Port; that could be 
done. The Great Western, bounding safe through the 
gullets of the Hudson, threw her cable out on the capstan 
of New York, and left our still moist paper-demonstration 
to dry itself at leisure. ‘‘Impossible?’’ cried Mirabeau to 
his secretary, ‘‘ Ve me dites jamais ce béte de mot, Never 
name to me that blockhead of a word !”’ 

There is a phenomenon which one might call Paralytic 
Radicalism, in these days; which gauges with Statistic 
measuring-reed, sounds with Philosophic Politico-Economic 
plummet the deep dark sea of troubles; and having taught 
us rightly what an infinite sea of troubles it is, sums up 
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with the practical inference, and use of consolation: That 
nothing whatever can be done in it by man, who has simply 
to sit still, and look wistfully to ‘time and general laws;’ 
and thereupon without so much as recommending suicide, 
coldly takes its leave of us. Most paralytic, uninstructive ; 
unproductive of any comfort to one! They are an unrea- 
sonable class who cry, ‘‘ Peace, peace,’’ when there zs no 
peace. But what kind of class are they who cry, ‘‘ Peace, 
peace, have I not old you that there is no peace!’ Para- 
lytic Radicalism, frequent among those Statistic friends of 
ours, is one of the most afflictive phenomena the mind of 
men can be called to contemplate. One prays that z¢ at 
least might cease. Let Paralysis retire into secret places, 
and dormitories proper for it; the public highways ought 
not to be occupied by people demonstrating that motion is 
impossible. Paralytic;—and also, thank Heaven, entirely 
false! Listen to a thinker of another sort: ‘All evil, and 
‘this evil too, is as a nightmare; the instant you begin to 
‘stir under it, the evz/ is properly speaking gone.’ Con- 
sider, O reader, whether it be not actually so? Evil, once 
manfully fronted, ceases to be evil; there is generous battle- 
hope in place of dead passive misery; the evil itself has 
become a kind of good. 

To the practical man, therefore, we will repeat that he 
has, as the first thing he can ‘do,’ to gird himself up for 
actual doing ; to know well that he is either there to do, or 
not there at all. Once rightly girded up, how many things 
will present themselves as doable which now are not 
attemptable! Two things, great things, dwell for the last 
ten years in all thinking heads in England; and are hov- 
ering, of late, even on the tongues of not a few. Witha 
word on each of these, we will dismiss the practical man, 
and right gladly take ourselves into obscurity and silence 
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again. Universal Education is the first great thing we mean ; 
general Emigration is the second. 

Who would suppose that Education were a thing which 
had to be advocated on the ground of local expediency, or 
indeed on any ground? As if it stood not on the basis of 
everlasting duty, as a prime necessity of man. It is a thing 
that should need no advocating; much as it does actually 
need. To impart the gift of thinking to those who cannot 
think, and yet who could in that case think: this, one 
would imagine, was the first function a government had to 
set about discharging. Were it not a cruel thing to see, 
in any province of an empire, the inhabitants living all 
mutilated in their limbs, each strong man with his right 
arm lamed? How much crueler to find the strong soul, 
with its eyes still sealed, its eyes extinct so that it sees not! 
Light has come into the world, but to this poor peasant it 
has come in vain. For six thousand years the Sons of 
Adam, in sleepless effort, have been devising, doing, dis- 
covering ; in mysterious infinite indissoluble communion, 
warring, a little band of brothers, against the great black 
empire of Necessity and Night; they have accomplished 
such a conquest and conquests: and to this man it is all 
as if it had not been. The four-and-twenty letters of the 
Alphabet are still Runic enigmas to him. He passes by 
on the other side; and that great Spiritual Kingdom, the 
toil-won conquest of his own brothers, all that his brothers 
have conquered, is a thing non-extant for him. An invis- 
ible empire; he knows it not, suspects it not. And is it 
not his withal; the conquest of his own brothers, the law- 
fully acquired possession of all men? Baleful enchantment 
lies over him, from generation to generation; he knows 
not that such an empire is his, that such an empire is at 
all. Oh, what are bills of rights, emancipations of black 
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slaves into black apprentices, lawsuits in chancery for some 
short usufruct of a bit of land? The grand ‘seedfield of 
Time’ is this man’s, and you give it him not. Time’s 
seedfield, which includes the Earth and all her seedfields 
and pearl-oceans, nay her sowers too and pearl divers, all 
that was wise and heroic and victorious here below; of 
which the Earth’s centuries are but as furrows, for it 
stretches forth from the Beginning onward even into this 
Day! 
‘My inheritance, how lordly wide and fair ; 
Time is my fair seedfield, to Time I’m heir!’ 

Heavier wrong is not done under the sun. It lasts from 
year to year, from century to century; the blinded sire 
slaves himself out, and leaves a blinded son; and men, 
made in the image of God, continue as two-legged beasts 
of labor ;—and in the largest empire of the world, it is a 
debate whether a small fraction of the Revenue of one Day 
(30,000/. is but that) shall, after Thirteen Centuries, be laid 
out on it, or not laid out on it. Have we Governors, have 
we Teachers; have we had a Church these thirteen hundred 
years? What is an Overseer of souls, an Arch-overseer, 
Archiepiscopus? Is he something? If so, let him lay his 
hand on his heart, and say what thing! 

But quitting all that, of which the human soul cannot 
well speak in terms of civility, let us observe now that 
Education is not only an eternal duty, but has at length 
become even ‘a temporary and ephemeral one, which the 
necessities of the hour will oblige us to look after. These 
Twenty-four million laboring men, if their affairs remain 
unregulated, chaotic, will burn ricks and mills; reduce us, 
themselves and the world into ashes and ruin. Simply 
their affairs cannot remain unregulated, chaotic; but must 
be regulated, brought into some kind of order. What 
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intellect were able to regulate them? The intellect of a 
Bacon, the energy of a Luther, if left to their own strength, 
might pause in dismay before such a task; a Bacon and 
Luther added together, to be perpetual prime minister over 
us, could not do it. No one great and greatest intellect 
can do it. What can? Only Twenty-four million ordinary 
intellects, once awakened into action; these, well presided 
over, may. Intellect, insight, is the discernment of order 
in disorder; it is the discovery of the will of Nature, of 
God’s will; the beginning of the capability to walk accord- 
ing to that. With perfect intellect, were such possible 
without perfect morality, the world would be perfect; its 
efforts unerringly correct, its results continually successful, 
its condition faultless. Intellect is like light; the Chaos 
becomes a World under it: fat lux. These Twenty-four 
million intellects are but common intellects; but they are 
intellects; in earnest about the matter, instructed each 
about his own province of it; laboring each perpetually, 
with what partial light can be attained, to bring such 
province into rationality. From the partial determinations 
and their conflict, springs the universal. Precisely what 
quantity of intellect was in the Twenty-four millions will be 
exhibited by the result they arrive at; that quantity and no 
. more. According as there was intellect or no intellect in 
the individuals, will the general conclusion they make out 
embody itself as a world-healing Truth and Wisdom, or as 
a baseless fateful Hallucination, a Chimera breathing zo/ 
fabulous fire ! 

Dissenters call for one scheme of Education, the Church 
objects; this party objects, and that; there is endless objec- 
tion, by him and by her and by it: a subject encumbered 
with difficulties on every side? Pity that difficulties exist ; 
that Religion, of all things, should occasion difficulties. 
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We do not extenuate them: in their reality they are con- 
siderable; in their appearance and pretension, they are 
insuperable, heart-appalling to all Secretaries of the Home 
Department. For, in very truth, how can Religion be 
divorced from Education? An irreverent knowledge is no 
knowledge ; may be a development of the logical or other 
handicraft faculty inward or outward; but is no culture of 
the soul of aman. A knowledge that ends in barren self- 
worship, comparative indifference or contempt for all God’s 
Universe except one insignificant item thereof, what is it? 
Handicraft development, and even shallow as handicraft. 
Nevertheless is handicraft itself, and the habit of the merest 
logic, nothing? It is already something; it is the indis- 
pensable beginning of every thing! Wise men know it 
to be an indispensable something; not yet much; and so 
would gladly superadd to it the element whereby it may 
become all. Wise men would not quarrel in attempting 
this ; they would lovingly cooperate in attempting it. 

‘And now how teach religion?’ so asks the indignant 
Ultra-radical, cited above; an Ultra-radical seemingly not 
of the Benthamee species, with whom, though his dialect 
is far different, there are sound churchmen, we hope, who 
have some fellow-feeling : ‘How teach religion? By plying 
‘with liturgies, catechisms, credos; droning thirty-nine or 
‘other articles incessantly into the infant ear? Friends! 
‘In that case, why not apply to Birmingham, and have 
‘Machines made, and set up at all street-corners, in high- 
‘ways and byways, to repeat and vociferate the same, not 
‘ceasing night or day? The genius of Birmingham is 
‘adequate to that. Albertus Magnus had a leather man 
‘that could articulate ; not to speak of Martinus Scriblerus’s 
‘Niirnberg man that could reason as well as we know who! 
‘Depend upon it, Birmingham can make machines to repeat 
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‘liturgies and articles; to do whatsoever feat is mechanical. 
‘And what were all schoolmasters, nay all priests and 
‘churches compared with this Birmingham Iron Church! 
‘Votes of two millions in aid of the church were then some- 
‘thing. You order, at so many pounds a-head, so many 
‘thousand iron parsons as your grant covers; and fix them 
‘by satisfactory masonry in all quarters wheresoever 
‘wanted, to preach there independent of the world. In 
‘loud thoroughfares, still more in unawakened districts, 
‘troubled with argumentative infidelity, you make the 
‘windpipes wider, strengthen the main steam-cylinder ; 
‘your parson preaches, to the due pitch, while you give 
‘him coal; and fears no man or thing. Here weve a 
‘««Church-extension ;’’ to which I, with my last penny, did 
‘T believe in it, could subscribe. Ye blind leaders of the 
‘blind! Are we Calmucks, that pray by turning of a 
‘rotatory calabash with written prayers in it? Is Mammon 
‘and machinery the means of converting human souls, as 
‘of spinning cotton? Is God, as Jean Paul predicted it 
‘would be, become verily a Force; the /Ether too a Gas! 
‘Alas, that Atheism should have got the length of putting 
‘on priests’ vestments, and penetrating into the sanctuary 
‘itself! Can dronings of articles, repetitions of liturgies, 
‘and all the cash and contrivance of Birmingham and the 
‘Bank of England united bring ethereal fire into a human 
‘soul, quicken it out of earthly darkness into heavenly 
‘wisdom? Soul is kindled only by soul. To ‘‘teach”’ 
‘religion, the first thing needful, and also the last and the 
‘only thing, is finding of a man who fas religion. All else 
‘follows from this, church-building, church-extension, what- 
‘ever else is needful follows; without this nothing will 
‘follow.’ 

From which we, for our part, conclude that the method 


286 SOCIALISM AND UNSOCIALISM. 


CO a 
of teaching religion to the English people is still far behind- 
hand; that the wise and pious may well ask themselves in 
silence wistfully, ‘How zs that last priceless element, by 
which education becomes perfect, to be superadded?”’ and 
the unwise who think themselves pious, answering aloud, 
‘“‘By this method, By that method,” long argue of it to 
small purpose. 

But now, in the mean time, could not by some fit 
official person, some fit announcement be made, in words 
well-weighed, in plan well-schemed, adequately represent- 
ing the facts of the thing, that after thirteen centuries of 
waiting, he the official person, and England with him, was 
minded now to have the mystery of the Alphabetic Letters 
imparted to all human souls in this realm? Teaching of 
religion was a thing he could not undertake to settle this 
day ; it would be work for a day after this; the work of 
this day was teaching of the alphabet to all people. The 
miraculous art of reading and writing, such seemed to him 
the needful preliminary of all teaching, the first corner-stone 
of what foundation soever could be laid for what edifice 
soever, in the teaching kind. Let pious Churchism make 
haste, let pious Dissenterism make haste, let all pious 
preachers and missionaries make haste, bestir themselves 
according to their zeal and skill: he the official person 
stood up for the Alphabet; and was even impatient for it, 
having waited thirteen centuries now. He insisted, and 
would take no denial, postponement, promise, excuse, or sub- 
terfuge, That all English persons should be taught to read. 
He appealed to all rational Englishmen, of all creeds, 
classes and colors, Whether this was not a fair demand; 
nay whether it was not an indispensable one in these 
days, Swing and Chartism having risen? For a choice of 
inoffensive Hornbooks, and Schoolmasters able to teach 
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reading, he trusted the mere secular sagacity of a National 
Collective Wisdom, in proper committee, might be found 
sufficient. He purposed to appoint such Schoolmasters, to 
venture on the choice of such Hornbooks; to send a 
Schoolmaster and Hornbook into every township, parish 
and hamlet of England; so that, in ten years hence, an 
Englishman who could not read might be acknowledged as 
the monster which he really is! 

This official person’s plan we do not give. The ching 
lies there, with the facts of it, and with the appearances or 
sham-facts of it; a plan adequately representing the facts 
of the thing could by human energy be struck out, does lie 
there for discovery and striking out. It is his, the official 
person’s duty, not ours, to mature a plan. We can believe 
that Churchism and Dissenterism would clamor aloud; but 
yet that in the mere secular Wisdom of Parliament a 
perspicacity equal to the choice of Hornbooks might, in 
very deed, be found to reside. England we believe would, 
if consulted, resolve to that effect. Alas, grants of a half- 
day’s revenue once in the thirteen centuries for such an 
object, do not call out the voice of England, only the 
superficial clamor of England! MHornbooks unexception- 
able to the candid portion of England, we will believe, 
might be selected. Nay, we can conceive that School- 
masters fit to teach reading might, by a board of rational 
men, whether from Oxford or Hoxton, or from both or 
neither of these places, be pitched upon. We can conceive 
even, as in Prussia, that a penalty, civil disabilities, that 
penalties and disabilities till they were found effectual, 
might be by law inflicted on every parent who did not 
teach his children to read, on every man who had not been 
taught to read. We can conceive in fine, such is the 
vigor of our imagination, there might be found in England, 
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at a dead-lift, strength enough to perform this miracle, and 
produce it henceforth as a miracle done: the teaching of 
England to read! Harder things we do know have been 
performed by nations before now, not abler-looking than 
England. Ah me! if by some beneficent chance there 
should be an official man found in England who could and 
would, with deliberate courage, after ripe counsel, with 
candid insight, with patience, practical sense, knowing 
realities to be real, knowing clamors to be clamorous and 
to seem real, propose this thing, and the innumerable 
things springing from it,—woe to any Churchism or any 
Dissenterism that cast itself athwart the path of that 
man! Avaunt ye gainsayers! is darkness, and ignorance of 
the Alphabet necessary for you? Reconcile yourselves to 
the Alphabet, or depart elsewither !—Would not all that 
has genuineness in England gradually rally round such a 
man; all that has strength in England? For realities alone 
have strength; wind-bags are wind; cant is cant, leave it 
alone there. Nor are all clamors momentous: among 
living creatures, we find, the loudest is the longest-eared ; 
among lifeless things, the loudest is the drum, the emptiest. 
Alas, that official persons, and all of us, had but eyes to see 
what was real, what was merely chimerical, and thought or 
called itself real! How many dread minatory Castle- 
specters should we leave there, with their admonishing 
right-hand and ghastly-burning saucer-eyes, to do simply 
whatsoever they might find themselves able to do! Alas, 
that we were but real ourselves; we should then have 
surer vision for the real. Castle-specters, in their utmost 
terror, are but poor mimicries of that real and most real 
terror which lies in the Life of every Man: that, thou 
coward, is the thing to be afraid of, if thou wilt live in fear. 
It is but the scratch of a bare bodkin ; it is but the flight of 
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a few days of time; and even thou, poor palpitating 
featherbrain, wilt find how real it is. ETERNITY: hast 
thou heard of that? Is that a fact, or is it no fact? Are 
Buckingham House and St. Stephen’s zz that, or not in 
that ? 


But now we have to speak of the second great thing: 
Emigration. It was said above, all new epochs, so con- 
vulsed and tumultous to look upon, are ‘expansions,’ 
increase of faculty not yet organized. It is eminently true 
of the confusions of this time of ours. Disorganic Man- 
chester afflicts us with its Chartisms; yet is not spinning of 
clothes for the naked intrinsically a most blessed thing? 
Manchester once’ organic will bless and not afflict. The 
confusions, if we would understand them, are at bottom 
mere increase which we know not yet how to manage; 
‘new wealth which the old coffers will not hold.” How 
true is this, above all, of the strange phenomenon called 
‘over-population !’ Over-population is the grand anomaly, 
which is bringing all other anomalies to a crisis. Now 
once more as at the end of the Roman Empire, a most 
confused epoch and yet one of the greatest, the Teutonic 
Countries find themselves too full. On a certain western 
rim of our small Europe, there are more men than were 
expected. Heaped up against the western shore there, 
and for a couple of hundred miles inward, the ‘tide of 
population’ swells too high, and confuses itself somewhat ! 
Over-population? And yet, if this small western rim of 
Europe is overpeopled, does not everywhere else a whole 
vacant Earth, as it were, call to us, Come and till me, come 
and reap me! Can it be an evil that in an Earth such as 
ours there should be new Men? Considered as mercantile 
commodities, as working machines, is there in Birmingham 
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or out of it a machine of such value? ‘Good Heavens! a 
‘white European Man, standing on his two legs, with his 
‘two five fingered Hands at his shackle-bones, and miracu- 
‘lous Head on his shoulders, is worth something con- 
‘siderable, one would say!’ The stupid black African man 
brings money in the market; the much stupider four- 
footed horse brings money :—it is we that have not yet 
learned the art of managing our white European man! 

The controversies on Malthus and the ‘Population 
Principle,’ ‘ Preventive Check’ and so forth, with which 
the public ear has been deafened for a long while, are 
indeed sufficiently mournful. Dreary, stolid, dismal, with- 
out hope for this world or the next, is all that of the 
preventive check and the denial of the preventive check. 
Anti-Malthusians quoting their Bible against palpable facts, 
are not a pleasant spectacle. On the other hand, how often 
have we read in Malthusian benefactors of the species: 
‘The working people have their condition in their own 
‘hands: let them diminish the supply of laborers, and of 
‘course the demand and the renumeration will increase!’ 
Yes, let them diminish the supply: but who are they? 
They are twenty-four millions of human individuals, scat- 
tered over a hundred and eighteen thousand square miles 
of space and more; weaving, delving, hammering, joiner- 
ing; each unknown to his neighbor; each distinct within 
his own skin. Zhey are not a kind of character that can 
take a resolution, and act on it, very readily. Smart Sally 
in our alley proves all-too fascinating to brisk Tom in 
yours: can Tom be called on to make pause, and calculate 
the demand for labor in the British Empire first? Nay, if 
Tom did renounce his highest blessedness of life, and 
struggle and conquer like a Saint Francis of Assisi, what 
would it profit him or us? Seven millons of the finest 
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peasantry do not renounce, but proceed all the more 
briskly ; and with blue-visaged Hibernians instead of fair 
Saxon Tomsons, and Sallysons, the later end of that 
country is worse than the beginning. O wonderful Malthu- 
sian prophets! Millenniums are undoubtedly coming, must 
come one way or the other: but will it be, think you, by 
twenty millions of working people simultaneously striking 
work in that department; passing, in universal trades- 
union, a resolution not to beget any more till the labor- 
market becomes satisfactory? By Day and Night! they 
were indeed irresistible so; not to be compelled by law or 
war; might make their own terms with the richer classes, 
and defy the world! 

A shade more rational is that of those other benefactors 
of the species, who counsel that in each parish, in some 
central locality, instead of the Parish Clergyman, there 
might be established some Parish Exterminator; or say a 
Reservoir of Arsenic, kept up at the public expense, free to 
all parishioners ; for whzch Church the rates probably would 
not be grudged.—Ah, it is bitter jesting on such a subject. 
One’s heart is sick to look at the dreary chaos, and valley 
of Jehosaphat, scattered with the limbs and souls of one’s 
fellow-men; and no divine voice, only croaking of hungry 
vultures, inarticulate bodeful ravens, horn-eyed parrots that 
do articulate, proclaiming, Let these bones live !—Dante’s 
Divina Commedia is called the mournfulest of books: 
transcendent mistemper of the noblest soul; utterance of a 
boundless, godlike, unspeakable, implacable sorrow and 
protest against the world. But in Holywell Street, not 
long ago, we bought, for three-pence, a book still mourn- 
fuler: the pamphlet of one ‘‘Marcus,’’ whom his poor 
Chartist editor and republisher calls the ‘‘Demon Author.”’ 
This J/Zarcus Pamphlet was the book alluded to by Stephens 
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the Preacher Chartist, in one of his harangues: it proves to 
be no fable that such a book existed; here it lies, ‘Printed 
‘by John Hill, Black-horse Court, Fleet Street, and now 
‘reprinted for the instruction of the laborer, by William 
‘Dugdale, Holywell Street, Strand,’ the exasperated Chart- 
ist editor who sells it you for three-pence. We have read 
Marcus; but his sorrow is not divine. We hoped he would 
turn out to have been in sport: ah no, it is grim earnest 
with him: grim as very death. Marcus is not a demon ° 
author at all: he is a benefactor of the species in his own 
kind; has looked intensely on the world’s woes, from a 
Benthamee Malthusian watch tower, under a Heaven dead 
as iron; and does now with much longwindedness, in a 
drawling, snuffling, circuitous, extremely dull, yet at bottom 
handfast and positive manner, recommend that all children 
of working people, after the third, be disposed of by ‘pain- 
less extinction.’ Charcoal-vapor and other methods exist. 
The mothers would consent, might be made to consent. 
Three children might be left living ; or perhaps, for Marcus’s 
calculations are not yet perfect, two and a half. There 
might be ‘beautiful cemeteries with colonnades and flower- 
pots,’ in which the patriot infanticide matrons might delight 
to take their evening walk of contemplation; and reflect 
what patriotesses they were, what a cheerful flowery world 
it was. Such is the scheme of Marcus; this is what he, for 
his share, could devise to heal the world’s woes. A bene- 
factor of the species, clearly recognizable as such; the 
saddest scientific mortal we have ever in this world fallen in 
with ; sadder even than poetic Dante. His is a zogod-like 
sorrow ; sadder than the godlike. The Chartist editor, dull 
as he, calls him demon author, and a man set on by the 
Poor-Law Commissioners. What a black, godless, waste- 
struggling world, in this once merry England of ours, do 
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such pamphlets and such editors betoken! Lazssez-faire 
and Malthus, Malthus and Lazssez-faire: ought not these 
two at length to part company? Might we not hope that 
both of them had as good as delivered their message now, 
and were about to go their ways? 

For all this of the ‘painless extinction,’ and the rest, is 
in a world where Canadian Forests stand unfelled, boundless 
Plains and Prairies unbroken with the plow; on the west 
and on the east, green desert spaces never yet made white 
with corn; and to the overcrowded little western nook of 
Europe, our Terrestrial Planet, nine-tenths of it yet vacant 
or tenanted by nomads, is still crying, Come and till me, 
come and reap me! And in an England with wealth, and 
means for moving, such as no nation ever before had. 
With ships; with war-ships rotting idle, which, but bidden 
move and not rot, might bridge all oceans. With trained 
men, educated to pen and practice, to administer and act; 
briefless Barristers, chargeless Clergy, taskless Scholars, 
languishing in all court-houses, hiding in obscure gar- 
rets, besieging all antechambers, in passionate want of 
simply one thing, Work ;—with as many Half-Pay Officers 
of both Services, wearing themselves down in wretched 
tedium, as might lead an Emigrant host larger than Xerxes’ 
was! Laissez-faire and Malthus positively must part com- 
pany. Is it not as if this swelling, simmering, never-resting 
Europe of ours stood, once more, on the verge of an 
expansion without parallel: struggling, struggling like a 
mighty tree again about to burst in the embrace of summer, 
and shoot forth broad frondent boughs which would fill the 
whole earth? A disease, but the noblest of all,—as of her 
who is in pain and sore travail, but travails that she may be 
a mother and say, Behold, there is a new Man born! 

‘True thou Gold-Hofrath,’ exclaims an eloquent satirical 
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German of our acquaintance, in that strange book of his,* 
‘True thou Gold-Hofrath: too crowded indeed! Mean- 
‘while what portion of this inconsiderable Terraqueous 
‘Globe have ye actually tilled and delved, till it will grow 
‘no more? How thick stands your population in the 
‘ Pampas and Savannas of America: round ancient Carthage, 
‘and in the interior of Africa; on both slopes of the Altaic 
‘chain, in the central Platform of Asia; in Spain, Greece, 
‘Turkey, Crim Tartary, the Curragh of Kildare? One 
‘man, in one year, as I have understood it, if you lend him 
‘earth, will feed himself and nine others. Alas, where 
‘now are the Hengsts and Alarics of our still glowing, still 
‘expanding Europe; who, when their home is grown too 
‘narrow, will enlist and, like fire-pillars, guide onward those 
‘superfluous masses of indomitable living Valor : equipped, 
‘not now with the battle-ax and war-chariot, but with 
‘the steam-engine and plowshare? Where are they?— 
‘Preserving their Game!’ 


* Sartor Resartus, b. ili. c. 4. 
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